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PREFACE 


IN  the  compilation  of  "  Songs  for  the  Lord's  House,"  the  Editor  has  endeavored 
to  provide  a  book  for  the  use  of  Baptist  Churches  which  should  include  only  that 
which  is  best  in  Christian  psalmody,  and  yet  be  comprehensive  enough  to  meet  all  the 
needs  of  Public  and  Social  Worship.  The  aim  has  been  to  afford  the  spirit  of  prayer 
and  praise  the  noblest  forms  of  expression.  The  Hymns,  therefore,  are  catholic  as  well 
as  Christian,  devotional  rather  than  didactic ;  and  if  many  have  been  omitted  which 
appear  in  most  of  the  popular  collections,  the  reason  will  be  found  either  in  the  Hymns 
themselves,  or  in  the  purpose  to  provide  only  for  such  services  as  are  associated  with 
the  Lord's  House.  The  Music  has  been  the  care,  chiefly,  of  Mr.  Henry  Camp,  the 
choir-leader  of  Plymouth  Church,  Brooklyn,  and  will  be  found  to  be  in  harmony  with 
the  sentiment  of  the  Hymns  it  is  set  to  interpret.  The  best  of  the  old,  standard  tunes 
have  their  proper  place  in  the  book ;  and  though  many  new  ones  are  given,  they  are 
*  simple  in  structure,  and  such  as  seem  destined  to  be  permanently  popular.  The 
Chants  are  not  difficult,  and  are  provided  not  only  for  choirs,  but  in  the  hope  that 
congregations  will  come  to  consider  this  form  of  praise  an  essential  part  of  their 
musical  service. 

To  the  Rev.  L.  D.  Bevan,  D.D.,  and  to  the  Rev.  Ray  Palmer,  D.D.,  the  Editor 
is  indebted  for  their  great  kindness  in  placing  their  Hymns  at  his  disposal,  and  to  the 
Rev.  Richard  G-.  Greene,  for  the  Doxologies  he  provided.  Acknowledgment  must 
also  be  made  of  the  service  of  Mr.  Homer  N.  Bartlett,  organist  of  the  Madison 
Avenue  Baptist  Church,  in  the  revision  of  the  musical  part  of  the  work,  and  the 
contributions  he  has  made  to  it ;  of  the  great  help  afforded  by  Mr.  John  B.  Marsh, 
organist  of  Emmanuel  Church,  Albany ;  and  of  the  generous  readiness  of  Mr.  Walter 
B.  Gilbert,  Mus.  B.,  of  Trinity  Chapel,  in  consenting  to  the  use  of  many  of  his 
compositions. 

The  book  is  the  best  expression  the  Editor  is  able  to  give  of  his  desire  to  elevate 
the  tone  of  Sabbath  and  Social  Worship ;  and  it  now  is  commended  to  the  blessing  of 
God,  in  the  hope  that  it  may  be  for  the  comfort  and  help  of  those  who  sing  praise  to 
His  Name  in  the  courts  of  the  Lord's  House. 
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SONGS    FOR    THE    LORD'S    HOUSE, 


GENERAL    PRAISE. 


NICAEA.      11.12.12.10. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 


•mr      -m-  r  ~       -w-     . 


r^   1 

1.  Ho-ly,    ho-  ly,    ho    -    ly, 


Lord  God  Al  -  might  -  y !     Ear  -  ly  in    the 
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morn  -  ing  our  song  shall  rise    to     Thee  ;       Ho  -  ly,    ho  -  ly,       ho     -    ly  ! 
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mer  -  ci  -  f  ul  and  might  -  y !    God    in  three  per  -  sons,  blessed  Trin  -  i    -    ty  ! 


1 w w 

V  'ill  I        I        ' 

1  Reginald  Hebeb. 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy  !  all  the  saints  adore  Thee, 

Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the  glassy  sea ; 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before  Thee, 
AVhich  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy !  though  the  darkness  hide  Thee, 

Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory  may  not  see, 
Only  Thou  art  holy,  there  is  none  beside  Thee, 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  purity. 

4  Holy,  holy,  holy  !  Lord  God  Almighty  ! 

All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  Name,  in  earth,  and  sky,  and  sea; 
Holy,  holy,  holy  !  Lord  God  Almighty  ! 
God  in  three  persons,  blessed  Trinity ! 


GEN  ERAL     PRAISE 

ITALIAN     HYMN.      6.4. 
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F.    GlAKDINI. 
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Come, Thou  Al-might-y  King,  Help  us  Thy  Name  to    sing,  Help  us  to  praise  ;  Father  all- 
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Charles  Wesley. 

1  Come,  Thou  Almighty  King, 
Help  us  Thy  Name  to  sing, 

Help  us  to  praise  ; 

Father  all-glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come,  and  reign  over  us, 
Ancient  of  days  ! 

2  Come,  Thou  Incarnate  Word, 
(  rird  on  Thy  mighty  sword, 

Our  prayer  attend ; 
Come,  and  Thy  people  bless, 
Conic,  give  Thy  word  success; 
Spirit  of  holiness, 

On  us  descend. 

3  Conic,  Holy  Comforter, 
Tli\  Bacred  witness  hear, 

In  this  glad  h<mr; 
Thou,  who  Almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 

4  To  Thee,  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highesl  praises  be, 

I  [ence  evermore; 
Thy  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 


John  Marriott. 

1  Tuor,  whose  almighty  Word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  flight; 
Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray, 
And  where  the  Gospel's  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

"  Let  there  be  light  I  " 

2  Thou,  who  didst  come  to  bring 
On  Thy  redeeming  wing 

Healing  and  Bight, 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind, 
0  now,  to  all  mankind, 

"  Let  there  be  light !  " 

3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holy  I  >ove, 

Speed  forth  Thy  flight ; 
Move  o'er  the  water's  face, 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace, 

And  in  earth's  darkest  place 
"Let  there  be  light!" 

4  Blessed  and  Holy  Three, 

Glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might ; 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide, 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride, 
Through  the  world,  far  and  wide, 

"Let  there  be  light  t" 


GENERAL     PRAISE. 


RANSOM.       L.  M. 


Arr.  from  F.  Lixley. 
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1.  Sing  to  the  Lord 
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Lift  up  your  hearts,  your  voi 


4r  J.  S.  B.  Monsell. 

2  For  strength  to  those  who  on  Him  wait, 
His  truth  to  prove,  His  will  to  do, 
Praise  ye  our  God ;  for  He  is  great ; 
Trust  in  His  Name,  for  it  is  true. 

3  For  joys  untold,  that  daily  move 
Round  those  who  love  His  sweet  employ, 
Sing  to  our  God ;  for  He  is  love ; 
Exalt  His  Name,  for  it  is  joy. 

STUTTGART.      8.7. 


For  life  below,  with  all  its  bliss, 
And  for  that  life,  more  pure  and  high, 
That  inner  life,  which  over  this 
Shall  ever  shine,  and  never  die, 

Sing  to  the  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Whom  angels  serve,  and  saints  adore, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ; 
To  whom  be  praise  for  evermore. 

H.  J.  Gauntlett. 
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1.  Round  the  Lord   in     glo  -   ry      seat  -  ed,    Cher  -  u   -  biin    and    ser 


phim 


1         I  '  1  1  ;  : 


$=± 


?d,  Each    to     each  th'  al  -  ter  -  nate  hymn. 


Filled  His    tern 


m 


pie 


i=^: 


and 


re  -  peat 


O  RlCHARD  MANT. 

2  "  Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the  heaven, 
Earth  is  with  its  fulness  stored ; 
LTnto  Thee  be  glory  given, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord!" 

3  Heaven  is  still  with  glory  ringing; 
Earth  takes  up  the  angel's  cry, 
"Holv,  holy,  holy,"  singing, 

"  Lord  of  Hosts,  the  Lord  Most  Hio-h." 


With  His  seraph  train  before  Him, 
With  His  holy  Church  below, 

Thus  unite  we  to  adore  Him, 

Bid  we  thus  our  anthem  flow  ; — 

"Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the  heaven, 
Earth  is  with  its  fulness  stored; 

Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord! n 


4  GENERAL     PRAISE, 

AUSTRIAN    HYMN.       8.7.4. 
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F.  J.  Haydn. 
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1.     Glo  -  ry     be       to    God    the      Fa  -  tlier,     Glo  -  17      be      to     God    the     Son, 
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Glo  -  ry,   glo  -  ry,     Glo  -  ry,    glo  -  ry,  While   e    -   ter  -  nal         a   -   ges    run! 
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D  HORATIUS  BONAR. 

2  Glory  be  to  ITim  who  loved  us, 

Washed  us  from  each  Bpot  and  stain; 
Glory  be  to  Him  who  bought  us, 
Made  us  kings  with  Him  to  reign ; 

Glory,  glory, 
To  the  Lamb  that  once  was  slam  ! 

9  Glory  to  the  King  of  angels, 
Glory  to  the  Church's  King, 
Glory  to  the  King  of  nations, 

Heaven  and  earth  your  praises  bring; 

Glory,  glory, 
To  the  King  of  glory  bring! 

4  "Glory,  blessing,  praise  eternal!" 
Thus  the  choir  of  angels  Bings; 
M  Honor,  riches,  power,  dominion  P1 
Thus  its  praise  creation  brings; 

Glory,  glory, 
(dory  to  the  King  of  kings! 


7  H.  F.  Lyte  :  IT.  W.  Baker. 

1  Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  Heaven 

To  His  feet  thy  tribute  bring; 
Ransomed,  healed,  restored,  forgiven, 
Evermore  His  praises  Bing; 

Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  ! 
1 'raise  the  everlasting  King. 

2  Praise  Him  for  His  grace  and  favor 

To  our  fathers  in  distress; 
Praise  Him  still  the  same  as  ever, 

Slow  to  chide,  and  Bwifl  to  bless 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him ! 

Glorious  in  His  faithfulness. 

3  Father-like,  He  tends  and  spares  us, 

Well  our  feeble  frame  He  knows; 
In  His  hands  He  gently  bears  as, 
Rescues  us  from  all  our  foes; 

Praise  Him  !   praise  Him  ! 

Praise  Jehovah,  God  of  grace. 


GENERAL     PRAISE 
SICILIAN    HYMN.      8.7.4. 
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1.   In    Thy  Name,  0       Lord,  as  -  sembling,  We,  Thy  peo  -  pie,    now  draw  near  ; 
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Teach  us     to     re  -  joice  with  trembling  ;  Speak,  and  let     Thy  servants  hear  ;  \ 
Hear  with  meekness,  Hear  with  meekness,  Hear  Thy  word  with  god  -  ly    fear.    \ 
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O  Thomas  Kelly. 

2  While  our  days  on  earth  are  lengthened, 
May  we  give  them,  Lord,  to  Thee  ; 
Cheered  by  hope,  and  daily  strengthened, 
May  we  run,  nor  weary  be, 

*  Till  Thy  glory, 
Without  cloud,  in  heaven  we  see. 


3  There,  in  worship  purer,  sweeter, 
All  Thy  people  shall  adore ; 
Tasting  of  enjoyment  greater 

Than  they  could  conceive  before ; 

Full  enjoyment, 
Full  and  pure  for  evermore. 


REGENT    SQUARE.      8.7.    6  lines. 
J J      > 


H.  Smart. 
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That  can  an  -  gel  hosts  em-  ploy  j  Hymning  in  God's  ho  •  ly  presence  Their  high  praise  e-ter-nal  -  ly. 


9  Tr.  J.  M.  Neale. 

2  Hallelujah  !  Church  victorious, 

Thou  may'st  lift  this  joyful  strain ; 
Hallelujah  !  songs  of  triumph 

Well  befit  the  ransomed  train ; 
We  our  song  must  raise  in  sadness, 
While  in  exile  we  remain. 


3  But  our  earnest  supplication, 
Holy  God,  we  raise  to  Thee ; 

Bring  us  to  Thy  blissful  presence, 
Make  us  all  Thy  joys  to  see; 

Then  we'll  sing  our  Hallelujah, 
Sing  to  all  eternity. 


GENERAL     PRAISE. 


LYONS.       io.ii. 


F.  J   IIatdn. 


1.  O  worship  the  Knit:  all-glorious  above,  O  gratefullv  sing  His  power  and  His  love  ;  Our 


Shield  and  Defender,  the  Ancient  of  davs,  Pa-vilioned  in  splendor.and  girded  with  praise. 


1  0  Robert  Grant. 

2  The  earth,  with  its  store  of  wonders  untold, 
Almighty,  Thy  power  hath  founded  of  old ; 
Hath  stablishcd  it  fast  by  a  changeless  decree, 
And  round  it  hath  cast,  like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

3  Thy  bountiful  care  what  tongue  can  recite? 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light, 

It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  plain, 
And  sweetly  distils  in  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

4  Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail, 
In  Thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  Thee  to  fail ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender,  how  firm  to  the  end, 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend. 

5  O  measureless  Might,  ineffable  Love, 
While  angels  delight  to  hymn  Thee  above, 
The  humbler  creation,  though  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration  shall  join  in  Thy  praise. 

1  1  Nahum  Tatb. 

1  O  praise  ye  the  Lord,  prepare  your  glad  voice, 

His  praise  in  the  grcal  assembly  to  Bing; 

In  their  great  Creator  let  all  men  rejoice, 

And  heirs  of  salvation  be  glad  in  their  King. 

2  Let  them  His  great  Name  devoutly  adore, 

In  Load-swelling  strains  I  lis  praises  express, 

Who  graciously  opens  His  bountiful  store, 

Their  wants  to  relieve,  and  His  children  to  bless. 

u  With  glory  adorned,  Bis  people  shall  Bing 
To  God,  who  defence  and  plouty  supplies; 
Their  loud  acclamations  to  Elim,  their  great  King, 

Through  earth  shall  DC  sounded,  and  reach  to  the  skies. 

4  To  Father,  and  Son,  and  Spirit,  be  given 
All  glory  on  earth,  all  glory  in  heaven: 
We  praise  Thee,  we  bless  Thee,  we  glorify  Thee, 

AYho  wast,  and  who  art,  and  who  ever  shalt  be. 


GENERAL     PRAISE. 


BEVAN.      8.4.8.6. 


H.  N.  Bartlett. 
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I.  All  praise  to  Thee,  my  God,  my  King,  Thy  praise  alone  my  heart  shall  sing,  Thee  I      a  -  dore ;       Ea< 
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day  shall  praise  Thy  glorious  Name,  Thy  glory  still  will    I    pro-claim,  When  time  shall  be    no  more. 


PPP 


1  2  Llewelyn  D.  Bevan. 

2  But  who  shall  rightly  speak  Thy  praise  ? 
Not  highest  seraphim  can  raise 

The  equal  song ; 
From  age  to  age  Thy  works  appear, 
Thy  mercies  crown  each  changing  year, 

Th'  angelic  strains  prolong. 

3  And  Thou  art  near  to  all  who  call, 
Thou  liftest  up  the  souls  that  fall, 

Thy  grace  so  free ; 


LAUSANNE.      8.7. 
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How  shall  we  praise  Thy  saving  love  ? 
That  stoops  to  us  from  Heaven  above, 
For  here  Thyself  we  see. 

4  Blest  be  Thy  Name,  for  ever  blest ! 
Here  shall  our  joyous  spirits  rest, 

For  this  is  Heaven  ; 
Our  joyful  songs  Thy  courts  shall  fill, 
Eternal  praise  shall  echo  still, 

The  love  which  Thou  hast  given. 

C.  H.  A.  Malan. 
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1,  Praise  the   Lord  !  ye  heavens,  a  -  dore  Hint;  Praise  Him,  an -gels,  in     the  height 
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Sun    and  moon,     re  -  joice   be  -  fore  Him  ;  Praise  Him,  all  ye    stars    of    light 


U 

lu  John  Kempthorne. 

2  Praise  the  Lord,  for  He  hath  spoken ; 

Worlds  His  mighty  voice  obeyed ; 
Laws  which  never  shall  be  broken, 
For  their  guidance  He  hath  made. 

3  Praise  the  Lord,  for  He  is  glorious ; 

Never  shall  His  promise  fail ; 
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God  hath  made  His  saints  victorious ; 
Sin  and  death  shall  not  prevail. 

Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation  ; 

Hosts  on  high,  His  power  proclaim; 
Heaven  and  earth,  and  all  creation, 

Laud  and  magnify  His  Name. 


GENERAL     PRAISE, 


LENOX.      H.  M. 


J.  Edson. 
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Anne  Steele. 


2  Let  every  creature  join 

To  celebrate  His  Name, 
And  all  their  various  powers 

Assist  the  exalted  theme  ; 
Let  nature  raise  from  every  tongue, 
A  general  song  of  grateful  praise, 

3  But  0,  from  human  tongues 

Should  nobler  praises  How; 
And  every  thankful  heart 
Willi  \\;irin  devotion  glow ; 
Your  voices  raise,  ye  highly  blest, 

Above  the  rest,  declare   His  praise. 

4  Assisi  me,  gracious  God ! 

My  heart,  my  voice  inspire ; 
Then  shall  I  grateful  join 

The  universal  choir; 
Thy  grace  can  raise  my  heart,  my  tongue, 
And  tune  my  song  to  lively  praise, 


lO  TlMOTIIY  Dwight. 

1  Sing  to  the  Lord  most  high  ; 

Let  every  land  adore; 
With  grateful  voice  make  known 

His  goodness  and  His  power, 
With  cheerful  songs  declare  His  ways, 
And  let  His  praise  inspire  your  tongues. 

2  Enter  His  courts  with  joy  ; 

With  fear  address  the  Lord; 
lie  formed  us  with  His  hand, 
And  quickened  1>\   His  word. 
Wit  li  wide  command  He  spreads  his  sway 

O'er  every  sea,  and  every  land. 

3  His  hands  provide  our  food, 

And  every  blessing  give  ; 

We  feed  upon  His  care. 

And  in  His  pastures  live. 
With  cheerful  Bongs  declare  His  ways, 
And  let  His  praise  inspire  our  tongues. 


GENERAL    PRAISE, 
MILLENNIUM.       H.  M. 


English  Melody. 
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Lord    of  the  worlds  a  -  bove  I    How  pleasant  and  how  fair    The  dwellings  of  Tby  love,    Thine 
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Isaac  Watts. 


1  Lord  of  the  worlds  above, 

How  pleasant  and  how  fair 
The  dwelling's  of  Thy  love, 

Thine  earthly  temples,  are  ! 
To  Thine  abode  my  heart  aspires, 
With  warm  desires, to  see  my  God. 

2  O  happy  souls  that  pray 

Where  God  appoints  to  hear ! 
O  happy  men,  that  pay 

Their  constant  service  there  ! 
They  praise  Thee  still ;  and  happy  they 
That  love  the  way  to  Zion's  hill. 

3  They  go  from  strength  to  strength 

Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 
Till  each  o'ercomes  at  length, 
Till  each  in  heaven  appears  ; 

0  glorious  seat !  Thou  God,  our  King, 
Shalt  thither  bring  our  willing  feet. 

4  God  is  our  sun  and  shield, 

Our  light  and  our  defence ; 
With  gifts  His  hands  are  filled, 
We  draw  our  blessings  thence  ; 
Thrice  happy  he,  O  God  of  hosts, 
Whose  spirit  trusts  alone  in  Thee. 

1  /  John  Burton. 

1  O  Thou  that  nearest  prayer, 

Attend  our  humble  cry ; 


And  let  Thy  servants  share 
Thy  blessing  from  on  high  ; 
We  plead  the  promise  of  Thy  Word, 
Grant  us  Thy  Holy  Spirit,  Lord ! 

2  If  earthly  parents  hear 

Their  children  when  they  cry • 
If  they,  with  love  sincere, 

Their  children's  wants  supply ; 
Much  more  wilt  Thou  Thy  love  display, 
And  answer  when  Thy  children  pray. 

3  Our  Heavenly  Father,  Thou  ! 

We,  children  of  Thy  grace ; 
O  let  Thy  Spirit  now 

Descend,  and  fill  the  place ; 
So  shall  we  feel  the  heavenly  flame, 
And  all  unite  to  praise  Thy  Name. 

4  O  send  Thy  Spirit  down 

On  all  the  nations,  Lord, 
With  great  success  to  crown 

The  preaching  of  Thy  Word ; 
Till  heathen  lands  shall  own  Thy  sway, 
And  cast  their  idol-gods  away. 


To  God,  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  ever  blest, 
Eternal  three  in  One, 
All  worship  be  addrest ; 
As  heretofore  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  so  for  evermore. 


10  GENERAL     PRAISE. 

OLD    HUNDRED.      L.  M. 


G.  Franc. 
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1  o  Isaac  Watts  :  John  Wesley. 

1  Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 

Ye  nation-,  bow  with  sacred  joy; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone, 
lie  can  create,  and  He  destroy. 

2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 

Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us  men  ; 
And   when,   like   wandering  sheep,  we 
strayed, 
lie  brought  us  to  His  fold  again. 

3  We  are  His  people;  we  His  care; 

Our  souls,  and  all  our  mortal  frame; 
What  lasting  honors  shall  we  rear, 
Almighty  Maker,  to  Thy  Name! 

4  We'll  crowd  Thy  gates,  with  thankful 

songs, 
High  as  the  heaven  our  voices  raise; 

And  earth,  with  ho- ten  thousand  tongues, 

Shall  till  Thy  courts  with  sounding  praise. 

5  Wide  as  the  world  is  Thy  command; 

Vast  as  eternity  Thy  love; 
Finn  8S  a  rock  Thy  truth  shall  stand, 


When  rolling 
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years  shall  cease  tomove. 

Tate  and  Brady. 


With  one  con-cut,  let  all  the  earth, 
To  <  rod  their  cheerful  voices  raise  ; 

Glad  homage  pay  with  awful  mirth, 
And  sing  before  Him  songs  of  praise. 

( Convinced  thai  He  La  ( rod  alone, 

From  whom  both  we  and  all  pro* 

Wc.  u  bom  I  fe  chooses  for  His  own, 
The  Hock  that  He  vouchsafes  to  feed, 


3  O  enter  then  nis  temple  gate, 

Hence  to  His  courts  devoutly  press, 
And  still  your  grateful  hymns  repeat, 
And  still  His  Name  with  praises  bless. 

4  For  He's  the  Lord,  supremely  good, 

His  mercy  is  forever  sure  ; 
His  truth,  which  always  firmly  stood, 
To  endless  ages  shall  endure. 

20  Tate  and  Bbadt. 

1  Be  Thou,  O  God,  exalted  high  ! 
And  as  Thy  glory  fills  the  sky, 
So  let  it  be  on  earth  displayed, 

Till  Thou  art  here,  as  there,  obeyed. 

2  O  God,  my  heart  is  fixed  ;  'tis  bent 
Its  thankful  tribute  to  present  ; 

And  with  my  heart,  my  voice  I'll  raise 
To  Thee,  my  God,  in  songs  of  praise. 

3  Thy  praises,  Lord,  1  will  resound 
To  all  the  listening  nations  round; 
Thy  mercy  highest  heaven  transcends; 
Thy  truth  beyond  the  clouds  extends, 

4  Be  Thou,  OGod,  exalted  high! 
And  as  Thy  glory  tills  the  >ky, 
So  let  it  be  on  earth  displayed, 

Till  Thou  ait  here,  as  there,  obeyed. 


PraIBI  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow; 

Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 

Praise  Father,  Son.  and  Holy  Ghost 


GENERAL     PRAISE. 
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MENDON.       L.  M. 


German  Melody. 
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4  Glory  to  Thee,  O  God  most  high  \ 
Father,  we  praise  Thy  majesty ! 
The  Son,  the  Spirit,  we  adore ! 
One  Godhead,  blest  for  evermore. 

&S  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Ye  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice 
Before  the  Lord,  your  sovereign  King ; 
Serve  Him  with  cheerful  heart  and  voice, 
With  all  your  tongues  His  glory  sing. 

2  The  Lord  is  God ;  'tis  He  alone 
Doth  life,  and  breath,  and  being  give; 
We  are  His  work,  and  not  our  own, 
The  sheep  that  on  His  pastures  live. 

3  Enter  His  gates  with  songs  of  joy, 
With  praises  to  His  courts  draw  near, 
And  make  it  your  divine  employ 

To  pay  your  thanks  and  honors  here. 

4  The  Lord  is  good,  the  Lord  is  kind ; 
Great  is  His  grace,  His  mercy  sure ; 
And  the  whole  race  of  man  shall  find 
His  truth  from  ao-e  to  ao-e  endure. 

o  o 

/&4:  Isaac  Watts. 

1  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise ; 

Let  the  Redeemer's  Name  be  sung, 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  Thy  mercies,  Lord ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  Thy  word ; 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to 

shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


&  JL  Isaac  Watts. 

2  Might  I  enjoy  the  meanest  place, 
Within  Thy  house,  O  God  of  grace, 
Not  tents  of  ease,  nor  thrones  of  power, 
Should  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  the  door. 

3  God  is  our  Sun,  He  makes  our  day ; 
God  is  our  Shield,  He  guards  our  way 
From  all  the  assaults  of  hell  and  sin, 
From  foes  without  and  foes  within. 

4  All  needful  grace  will  God  bestow, 
And  crown  that  grace  with  glory  too ; 
He  gives  us  all  things,  and  withholds 
No  real  good  from  upright  souls. 

5  0  God  our  King,  whose  sovereign  sway 
The  glorious  hosts  of  heaven  obey, 
And  devils  at  Thy  presence  flee  ; 
Blest  is  the  man  that  trusts  in  Thee. 

A  A  JOSIAH  CONDER. 

1  0  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord! 
Thou  God  of  hosts,  by  all  adored, 
The  earth  and  heaven  are  full  of  Thee, — 
Thy  light,  Thy  power,  Thy  majesty. 

2  Loud  hallelujahs  to  Thy  Name, 
Angels  and  seraphim  proclaim;' 

By  all  the  powers  and  thrones  in  heaven, 
Eternal  praise  to  Thee  is  given. 

3  Apostles  join  the  glorious  throng, 
And  swell  the  loud  triumphant  song ; 
Prophets  and  martyrs  hear  the  sound, 
And  spread  the  hallelujah  round. 


12  GENERAL     PRAISE. 

LANESBORO.      C.  M. 
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Isaac  Watts. 
So  pilgrims  on  the  scorching  sand, 

Beneath  a  burning  sky, 
Long  for  a  cooling  Btream  at  hand, 

And  they  must  drink  or  die. 

I've  seen  Thy  glory  and  Thy  power 
Through  all  Thy  temple  shine; 

My  God,  repeat  that  heavenly  hour, 
That  vision  so  divine. 

Not  all  the  blessings  of  a  feast 
Can  please  my  soul  so  well, 

As  when  Thy  richer  grace  I  taste, 
And  in  Thy  presence  dwell. 

Nbl  life  itself,  with  all  its  joys, 
( 'an  my  best  passions  move, 

Or  raise  so  high  my  cheerful  voice, 
A.8  Thy  forgiving  love. 

Thus,  till  my  last  expiring  day, 
I'll  hless  my  ( tod  and  King; 

'Jim-  will  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray, 
And  tune  my  lips  to  sing. 

John  Neediiam. 

Holt  and  reverend  is  the  Name 

<  M'  our  eternal  King; 
"Thrice  holy  Lord,"  the  angels  cry, 

"Thrice  holy,'1  let  us  sing. 

The  deepesl  reverence  of  the  mind 
Pay,  ( >  my  soul,  to  God  ; 

Lift,  with  thy  hands,  a  bolj  heart 
To  Hi-  Bublime  abode. 


3  With  sacred  awe  pronounce  His  Name, 

Whom  words  nor  thoughts  can  reach  ; 

A  contrite  heart  shall  please  Him  more 
Than  noblest  forms  of  speech. 

4  Thou  Holy  God,  preserve  my  soul 

From  all  pollution  free  ; 
The  pure  in  heart  are  Thy  delight, 

And  they  Thy  face  shall  see. 

2  7  Ottiwell  Hegixbotham. 

1  My  soul  shall  praise  Thee,  0  my  God, 

Through  all  my  mortal  days, 
And  to  eternity  prolong 

Thy  vast,  Thy  boundless  praise, 

2  In  each  1  night  hour  of  peace  and  hope, 

Be  this  my  sweet  employ  ; 
Devotion  heightens  all  my  bliss, 
And  sanctifies  my  joy. 

3  Nor  shall  my  tongue  alone  proclaim 

The  honors  of  my  God  ; 
My  life,  with  all  its  active  powers, 
Shall  Bpread  Thy  praise  abroad. 

4  And    though    these    lips   Bhall    cease   to 

mo\  e, 
Though  death  shall  close  these  eyes, 

Vet  Bhall  my  soul  to  oobler  heights 
( >f  joy  and  transport  rise. 

5  Then  Bhall  my  powers,  in  endless  strains, 

Their  grateful  tribute  pay  ; 
The  theme  demands  an  angel's  tongue, 
And  an  eternal  day. 


GENERAL     PRAISE. 
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MESSIAH.      C.  M. 


Arr.  from  Handel. 
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a  O  Isaac  Watts. 

2  One  privilege  my  heart  desires  ; 

O  grant  me  an  abode 
Among  the  churches  of  Thy  saints, 
The  temples  of  my  God. 

3  There  shall  I  offer  my  requests, 

And  see  Thy  beauty  still ; 
Shall  hear  Thy  messages  of  love, 
And  there  inquire  Thy  will. 

4  "When  troubles  rise,  and  storms  appear, 

There  may  His  children  hide ; 
God  has  a  strong  pavilion,  where 
He  makes  my  soul  abide. 

5  Now  shall  my  head  be  lifted  high, 

Above  my  foes  around  ; 
And  songs  of  joy  and  victory 
Within  Thy  temple  sound. 

*&y  James  Montgomeky. 

1  Sing  we  the  song  of  those  who  stand 

Around  the  eternal  throne, 
Of  every  kindred,  clime,  and  land, 
A  multitude  unknown. 

2  Life's  poor  distinctions  vanish  here ; 

To-day,  the  young,  the  old, 
Our  Saviour  and  His  flock  appear, 
One  Shepherd  and  one  fold. 

3  Toil,  trial,  suffering,  still  await 

On  earth  the  pilgrim-throng ; 
Yet  learn  we,  in  our  low  estate, 
The  Church  Triumphant's  song. 


4  u  W^orthy  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain," 

Cry  the  redeemed  above, 
"  Blessing  and  honor  to  obtain, 
And  everlasting  love." 

5  "  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  on  earth  we  sing, 

"  Who  died  our  souls  to  save  ; 
Henceforth,  O  Death,  where  is  thv  sting  ? 
Thy  victory,  0  Grave  ? " 

6  Then,  hallelujah,  power  and  praise 

To  God  in  Christ  be  given ; 
May  all  who  now  this  anthem  raise, 
Renew  the  strain  in  heaven. 

0  0  AsurE  Steele. 

1  Come,  Thou  Desire  of  all  Thv  saints, 

Our  humble  strains  attend  ; 
While  with  our  praises  and  complaints, 
Low  at  Thy  feet  we  bend. 

2  How  should  our  songs,  like  those  above, 

With  warm  devotion  rise ! 
How  should  our  souls,  on  wings  of  love, 
Mount  upward  to  the  skies ! 

3  Come,  Lord  !  Thy  love  alone  can  raise 

In  us  the  heavenly  flame ; 
Then  shall  our  lips  resound  Thy  praise, 
Our  hearts  adore  Thy  Xame. 

4  Dear  Saviour,  let  Thy  glory  shine, 

And  fill  Thy  dwellings  here, 
Till  life  and  love  and  joy  divine 
A  heaven  on  earth  appear. 
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ST.    THOMAS. 


GENERAL     PRAISE 
S.  M. 
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Isaac  Watts. 
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2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

That  never  knew  our  God ; 
But  children  of  the  heavenly 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad 

3  The  men  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below ; 
Celestial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

4  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets, 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields, 
( >r  walk  the  golden  streets. 

5  Then  let  our  songs  abound, 

And  every  tear  be  dry ; 
We're   marching  through  Emmanuel's 

To  fairer  worlds  on  high.         [ground 

O-o  William  IIammond, 

1  Awake,  and  sing  the  Bong 

<  >f  Moses  and  the  Lamb; 
Wake  every  heart  and  every  tongue, 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  Name. 

2  Sing  of  His  dying  love  ; 

Sing  of  His  rising  power; 
Sing  how  1  !<•  intercedes  above 
For  those  whose  sins  He  bore. 

3  Sing  till  we  feel  our  hearts 

iusceuding  w  ith  our  tongues ; 

Sing  till  the  love  of  sin  departs, 

And  -rare  inspires  our  songs* 


S 


*=* 


m 


-&—' — ■ 


4  Sing  on  your  heavenly  way, 

Ye  ransomed  sinners,  sing ; 
Sing  on,  rejoicing  every  day 
In  Christ  the  eternal  King. 

5  Soon  shall  ye  hear  Him  say, 

"Ye  blessed  children,  come;" 

Soon  will  lie  call  you  hence  away, 

And  take  His  wanderers  home. 

33  James  Montgomery. 

1  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord, 

Ye  people  of  His  choice ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  your  God, 
With  heart,  and  soul,  and  voice. 

2  Though  high  above  all  praise, 

Above  all  blessing  high, 
Who  would  not  fear  His  holy  Name, 
And  laud,  and  magnify? 

3  O  for  the  living  flame 

From  His  own  altar  brought. 
To  touch  our  lips,  our  souls  inspire, 
And  wing  to  heaven  our  thought! 

4  God  is  our  strength  and  song, 

And  His  salvation  ours; 

Then  be  His  love  in  Chrisl  proclaimed, 

With  all  our  ransomed  powers. 

5  Stand  up,  and  bless  the  Lord  ; 

The  Lord  your  ( lod  adore  ; 
Stand  up,  and  bless  His  glorious  Name, 
Henceforth,  for  evermore. 


GENERAL     PRAISE. 
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Isaac  Watts. 


2  High  as  the  heavens  are  raised 

Above  the  ground  we  tread, 
So  far  the  riches  of  His  grace 
Our  hio'hest  thoughts  exceed. 

3  His  power  subdues  our  sins, 

And  His  forgiving  love, 
Far  as  the  east  is  from  the  west, 
Doth  all  our  guilt  remove. 

4  The  pity  of  the  Lord 

To  those  that  fear  His  Name, 
Is  such  as  tender  parents  feel ; 
He  knows  our  feeble  frame. 

5  Our  days  are  as  the  grass, 

Or  like  the  morning  flower; 
If  one  sharp  blast  sweep  o'er  the  field, 
It  withers  in  an  hour. 

6  But  Thy  compassions,  Lord, 

To  endless  years  endure  ; 
And  children's  children  ever  find 
Thy  words  of  promise  sure. 

3o  William  Goode. 

1  Now  let  our  songs  arise, 

In  new  exalted  strains; 
Let  earth  repeat  it  to  the  skies ; 
The  Lord,  the  Saviour  reigns  ! 

2  Sing  to  the  Lord,  our  God, 

And  bless  His  sacred  Name ; 
His  great  salvation,  all  abroad, 
From  day  to  day  proclaim. 


Great  is  the  eternal  Lord, 

And  great  must  be  His  praise ; 

O'er  all  the  gods,  on  high  adored, 
His  mightier  arm  He'll  raise. 

Through  earth,  let  every  tribe, 

Let  every  nation,  sing; 
Glory,  and  grace,  and  might  ascribe, 

To  our  eternal  King. 
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Isaac  Watts. 

1  To  God,  the  only  wise, 

Our  Saviour,  and  our  King, 

Let  all  the  saints  below  the  skies 

Their  humble  praises  bring. 

2  'Tis  His  almighty  love, 

His  counsel,  and  His  care, 
Preserve  us  safe  from  sin  and  death, 
And  every  hurtful  snare. 

3  He  will  present  our  souls, 

Unblemished  and  complete, 
Before  the  glory  of  His  face, 
With  joys  divinely  great. 

4  Then  all  the  chosen  seed 

Shall  meet  around  the  throne ; 
Shall  bless  the  conduct  of  His  grace, 
And  make  His  wonders  known. 

5  To  our  Redeemer,  God, 

Wisdom  and  power  belong ; 
Immortal  crowns  of  majesty, 
And  everlasting  song. 
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1    J  O       day   of    rest  and  gladness,    O       day  of    joy  and  light,       | 
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3  7  Christopher  Wordsworth. 

2  On  thee,  at  the  creation, 

The  light  first  had  its  birth ; 
On  thee,  for  our  salvation, 

(  "hrist  rose  from  depths  of  earth  ; 
On  thee,  our  Lord,  victorious, 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven, 
And  thus  on  thee,  most  glorious, 

A  triple  light  was  given. 

3  Thou  art  a  cooling  fountain 

In  life's  dry,  dreary  sand  ; 
From  thee,  like  Pisgah's  mountain 

We  view  our  promised  land; 
A  day  of  sweet  refection, 

A  <lay  of  holy  love, 
A  day  of  resurrection 

From  earth  to  things  above. 

4  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls, 

Where  gospel  lighl  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams, 

And  living  water  flowing 
With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

5  New  gracei  ever  gaining 

From  this  our  day  of  rest, 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 
To  spirits  of  the  blest; 


To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises, 
To  Father,  and  to  Son  ; 

The  Church  her  voice  upraises 
To  Thee,  blest  Three  in  One. 
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John  of  Damascus:  J.  M.  NEAia. 

1  The  day  of  resurrection, 

Earth,  tell  it  out  abroad ; 
The  Passover  of  gladness, 

The  Passover  of  God. 
From  death  to  life  eternal, 

From  earth  unto  the  sky, 
Our  Christ  hath  brought  us  over, 

With  hymns  of  victory. 

2  Our  hearts  be  pure  from  evil, 

That  we  may  sec  aright 
The  Lord  in  rays  eternal 

Of  resurrection-light; 
And,  listening  to  His  accents, 

May  hear,  so  calm  and  plain, 
His  own  "All  hail!"  and,  hearing, 

.May  raise  the  victor-strain. 

3  Now  let  the  heavens  be  joyful; 

Let  earth  her  song  begin  ; 
Let  the  round  world  keep  triumph, 

And  all  that  is  therein  ; 
Invisible  and  visible, 

Their  notes  let  all  things  blend, 

For  <  Jhrisl  the  Lord  hath  risen, 
Our  joy  that  hath  no  end. 
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L.  Mason. 
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t39  John  Newton. 

2  While  we  pray  for  pardoning  grace, 

Through  the  dear  Redeemer's  Name, 
Show  Thy  reconciled  face, 

Take  away  our  sin  and  shame ; 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free, 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  Thee. 

3  Here  we  come  Thy  Name  to  praise ; 

May  we  feel  Thy  presence  near; 
May  Thy  glory  meet  our  eyes, 

While  we  in  Thy  house  appear ; 
Here  afford  us,  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast. 

4  May  Thy  Gospel's  joyful  sound 

Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints ; 
Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound, 

Bring  relief  for  all  complaints ; 
Thus  may  all  our  Sabbaths  prove, 
Till  we  join  the  Church  above. 


4 (J  Julia  A.  Elliott. 

1  Sad  and  weary  were  our  way, 

Fainting  oft  beneath  our  load, 
But  for  thee,  thou  Sabbath-day, 

Resting-place  on  life's  rough  road ; 
Here  flow  forth  the  streams  of  grace, 
Strengthened  hence  we  run  our  race. 

2  Soon,  too  soon,  the  sweet  repose 

Of  this  day  of  God  will  cease ; 
Soon  this  glimpse  of  heaven  will  close, 

Vanish  soon  the  hours  of  peace ; 
Soon  return  the  toil,  the  strife, 
All  the  weariness  of  life. 

3  But  the  rest  which  yet  remains 

For  Thy  people,  Lord,  above, 
Knows  not  change,  nor  fears,  nor  pains, 

Endless  as  their  Saviour's  love ; 
O  may  every  Sabbath  here 
Bring  us  to  that  rest  more  near. 
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EASTPORT.       C.  M. 


L.  Mason. 


4  1  John  Newton. 

2  Great  Shepherd  of  Thy  people,  hear ! 

Thy  presence  now  display ; 
We  bow  within  Thy  house  of  prayer; 
O  give  us  hearts  to  pray. 

3  Theclouds  which  veil  Thee  from  our  sight, 

In  pity,  Lord,  remove; 
Dispose  our  minds  to  hear  aright 
The  message  of  Thy  love. 


4  The  feeling  heart,  the  melting  eye, 

The  humble  mind,  bestow; 
And  shine  upon  us  from  on  high, 
To  make  our  graces  grow. 

5  Show  us  some  token  of  Thy  love, 

Our  fainting  hopes  to  raise  ; 
And  pour  Thy  blessing  from  above, 
To  aid  our  feeble  praise. 
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4:0  "  Ilymnfi  Ancient  and  Modern. 

2  This  is  the  day  of  rest  ; 

( >ur  failing  strength  renew  ; 

<  >n  weary  brain  and  troubled  breast 
Shed  Thou  Thy  freshening  daw. 

3  This  is  the  day  of  peace ; 

With  peace  our  spirits  fill ; 
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Bid  Thou  the  Masts  of  discord  cease, 
The  waves  of  strife  be  still. 

4  This  is  the  day  of  prayer; 

Let  earth  to  heaven  draw  near; 
Lift  up  our  hearts  to  seek  Thee  there, 
Come  down  to  meet  us  here. 


THE  LORDS  DAY  AND  HOUSE 
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G.  Kinqsley. 
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43  Simon  Browne. 

1  Frequent  the  day  of  God  returns 

To  shed  its  quickening  beams ; 
And  yet  how  slow  devotion  burns, 
How  languid  are  its  flames. 

2  Accept  our  faint  attempts  to  love, 

Our  frailties,  Lord,  forgive  ; 
We  would  be  like  Thy  saints  above, 
And  praise  Thee  while  we  live. 

3  Increase,  O  Lord,  our  faith  and  hope, 

And  fit  us  to  ascend 
"Where  the  assembly  ne'er  breaks  up, 
The  Sabbath  ne'er  will  end ; 

4  Where  we  shall  breathe  in  heavenly  air, 

With  heavenly  lustre  shine, 
Before  the  throne  of  God  appear, 
And  feast  on  love  divine. 

5  Where  we,  in  high  seraphic  strains, 

Shall  all  our  powers  employ  ; 
Delighted  range  the  ethereal  plains, 
And  take  our  fill  of  joy. 

44  Harriet  Auber. 

1  With  joy  we  hail  the  sacred  day, 

Which  God  has  called  His  own ; 
With  joy  the  summons  we  obey 
To  worship  at  His  throne. 

2  Thy  chosen  temple,  Lord,  how  fair, 

Where  willing  votaries  throng, 
To  breathe  the  humble,  fervent  prayer, 
And  pour  the  choral  song. 


3  Spirit  of  grace,  O  deign  to  dwell 

Within  Thy  Church  below ; 
Make  her  in  holiness  excel, 
AVith  pure  devotion  glow. 

4  Let  peace  within  her  walls  be  found ; 

Let  all  her  sons  unite, 
To  spread  with  grateful  zeal  around 
Her  clear  and  shining  light. 
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Isaao  Watts. 
This  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  made ; 

He  calls  the  hours  His  own ; 
Let  heaven  rejoice,  let  earth  be  glad, 

And  praise  surround  the  throne. 

To-day  He  rose,  and  left  the  dead, 

And  Satan's  empire  fell ; 
To-day  the  saints  His  triumphs  spread, 

And  all  His  wonders  tell. 

Hosanna  to  th'  anointed  King, 

To  David's  Holy  Son ; 
Help  us,  O  Lord,  descend,  and  bring 

Salvation  from  Thy  throne. 

Blest  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men 

With  messages  of  grace ; 
Who  comes,  in  God  His  Father's  name, 

To  save  our  sinful  race. 

Hosanna,  in  the  highest  strains 
The  Church  on  earth  can  raise ; 

The  highest  heavens,  in  which  He  reigns, 
Shall  give  Him  nobler  praise. 
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4:t)  Stephen  G.  Bulknch. 

1  IIail  to  the  Sabbath  day, 

The  day  divinely  given  ; 
When  men  to  God  their  homage  pay, 
And  earth  draws  near  to  heaven. 

2  Lord,  in  this  sacred  hour 

Within  Thy  courts  we  bend, 
And  bless  Thy  love,  and  own  Thy  power, 
Our  Father  and  our  Friend. 

3  But  Thou  art  not  alone 

In  courts  by  mortals  trod; 
Nor  only  is  the  day  Thine  own 
When  man  draws  near  to  God. 

4  Thy  temple  is  the  arch 

Of  yon  unmeasured  sky; 
Thy  Sabbath,  the  stupendous  march 
Of  grand  eternity. 

5  Lord,  may  that  holier  day 

Dawn  on  Thy  servants  sight; 
And  purer  worship  may  we  pay 

In  heaven's  unclouded  light. 

4 7  Thomas  Jervis. 

1  With  joy  we  lift  our  eyes 

To  those  bright  realms  above, 
That  glorious  temple  in  the  skies, 

Where  dwells  eternal  Love, 

2  Before  Thy  throne  we  bow, 

<  I  Thou  almighty  King  ! 
Ibre  we  present  the  solemn  vow, 
And  hymns  of  praise  we  sing. 


And  earth    draws  near    to      heaven 
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3  While  in  Thy  house  we  kneel, 

With  trust  and  holy  fear, 
Thy  mercy  and  Thy  truth  reveal, 
And  lend  a  gracious  ear. 

4  Lord,  teach  our  hearts  to  pray, 

And  tune  our  lips  to  sing  ; 
Nor  from  Thy  presence  cast  away 

The  sacrifice  we  bring. 

4:8  Hexry  F.  Ltte. 

1  Sing  to  the  Lord,  our  Might, 

With  holy  fervor  sing: 
Let  hearts  and  instruments  unite 
To  praise  our  heavenly  King. 

2  This  is  His  holy  house  ; 

And  this  His  festal  day, 
When  He  accepts  the  humblest  vows, 
That  we  sincerely  pay. 

3  The  Sabbath  to  our  sires 

In  mercy  first  was  given  ; 
The  Church  her  Sabbaths  still  requires 
To  speed  her  on  to  heaven. 

\   We  still,  like  them  of  old, 
Are  in  the  wilderness; 

And  God  is  still  as  near  I  lis  fold, 

To  pity  and  to  bless. 

5  Then  let  us  open  wide 

Our  hearts  for  Him  to  fill ; 
And  He,  that   Israel  then  supplied, 

Will  help  His  Israel  still. 
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49  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Welcome,  sweet  day  of  rest, 

That  saw  the  Lord  arise ; 
"Welcome  to  this  reviving  breast, 
And  these  rejoicing  eyes. 

2  The  King  Himself  comes  near, 

And  feasts  His  saints  to-day ; 
Here  we  may  sit,  and  see  Him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 

3  One  day  amidst  the  place 

Where  Jesus  is  within, 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 
Within  the  tents  of  sin. 

4  My  willing  soul  would  stay 

In  such  a  frame  as  this, 
Till  it  is  called  to  soar  away, 
To  everlasting  bliss. 

50  John  Ellerton. 

1  Our  day  of  praise  is  done ; 

The  evening  shadows  fall ; 
Yet  pass  not  from  us  with  the  sun, 
True  light  that  light'nest  all. 

2  Around  the  throne  on  high 

Where  night  can  never  be, 
The  white-robed  harpers  of  the  sky 
Bring  ceaseless  hymns  to  Thee. 

3  Too  faint  our  anthems  here  ; 

Too  soon  of  praise  we  tire ; 
But,  0  the  strains,  how  full  and  clear, 
Of  that  eternal  choir. 
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4  Yet,  Lord,  to  Thy  dear  will 

If  Thou  attune  the  heart, 

WTe  in  Thine  angels'  music  still 

May  bear  our  lower  part. 

5  'Tis  Thine  each  soul  to  calm, 

Each  wayward  thought  reclaim, 
And  make  our  daily  life  a  psalm 
Of  glory  to  Thy  Name. 

6  A  little  while,  and  then 

Shall  come  the  glorious  end; 

And  songs  of  angels  and  of  men 

In  perfect  praise  shall  blend. 

51  E.  T.  Fitch. 

1  Lord,  in  this  closing  hour, 

Establish  every  heart 
Upon  Thy  Word  of  truth  and  power, 
To  keep  us  when  we  part. 

2  Peace  to  our  brethren  give  ; 

Fill  all  our  hearts  with  love ; 
In  faith  and  patience  may  we  live, 
And  seek  our  rest  above. 

3  Through  changes  bright  or  drear 

We  would  Thy  will  pursue ; 
And  toil  to  spread  Thy  kingdom  here 
Till  we  its  glory  view. 

4  To  God,  the  Only  Wise, 

In  every  age  adored, 
Let  glory  from  the  Church  arise 
Through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 
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O  2  John  Keble. 

2  Wlien  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  Bleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
Forever  on  my  Saviour's  breast. 

3  If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine 
Have  spurned  to-day  the  voice  divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin  ; 
Let  him  no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 

4  Watch  by  the  sick;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 

Like  infant  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

5  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake. 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take, 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love 

We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 

00  Frederick  W.  Faber. 

1  Sweet  Saviour,  bless  us  ere  we  go; 

Thy  Word  into  our  minds  instil ; 
And  make  our  lukewarm  hearts  to  glow 
With  lowly  love  and  fervent  will. 

2  The  day  is  done,  its  hours  have  run; 

And  Thou  hasl  taken  counl  of  all, 

The  Bcanty  triumphs  grace  hath  won, 

The  broken  vow,  the  frequenl  fall. 

8  Granl  as,  dear  Lord,  from  evil  ways 
True  absolution  and  release : 

And  bless  us,  more  than  iii  past  da\s. 
With  purity  and  inward  peace. 


4  Do  more  than  pardon ;  give  us  joy, 
Sweet  fear,  and  sober  liberty, 


And  loving  hearts  without  alloy 

long  to  be  like  Thee. 


That  only 

5  For  all  we  love,  the  poor,  the  sad, 
The  sinful,  unto  Thee  we  call ; 

0  let  Thy  mercy  make  us  glad  ; 
Thou  art  our  Saviour,  and  our  All. 

54  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Come,  dearest  Lord,  descend  and  dwell, 

By  faith  and  love,  in  every  breast  ; 
Then  shall  we  know,  and  taste,  and  feel, 
The  joys  that  cannot  be  exprest 

2  Come, fill  our heartswith  inward  strength, 

Make  our  enlarged  souls  poss<  ss, 
And  learn  the  height  and  breadth  and 

Of  Thine  immeasurable  grace,    [length 

3  Now  to  the  Grod  whose  power  can  do 

More    than    our   thoughts  or  wishes 

Be  everlasting  honors  done,  (know, 

I»\  all  theCnurcbjthro'ChristjHisSon. 

0  O  Unknown. 

1  While  now  upon  this  Sabbath  eve, 

Thy  house,  Almighty  God,  we  leave, 

"Ha  sweet,   aS  sinks  the   setting  sllll, 

To  think  on  all  our  duties  done. 

2  O,  evermore  may  all  our  Miss 

Be  peaceful,  pure,  di\ ine  lik<'  this ! 

And  may  eaeh  Sabbath,  as  it  flies, 

1  it  us  for  joys  beyond  the  skies. 
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1.0     Ho  -  ly     Fa  -  ther,  'mid  the  calm 


And  stillness    of    this    evening    hour, 
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We  lift    to    Thee    our    sol  -  emn  psalm,  To  praise  Thy  goodness  and  Thy  power. 
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O  6  Wixliam  H.  Burleigh. 

2  For  over  us,  and  over  all, 

Thy  tender  mercies  still  extend, 
Nor  vainly  shall  Thy  children  call 
On  Thee,  their  Father  and  their  Friend. 

3  Kept  by  Thy  goodness  through  the  day, 

Thanksgiving  to  Thy  Name  we  pour; 
Night  o'er  us  with  its  stars,  we  pray 
Thy  love  to  guard  us  evermore. 


SARDIS. 


In  grief,  console;  in  gladness,  bless; 

In  darkness,  guide  ;  in  sickness,  cheer; 
Till,  perfected  in  righteousness, 

We  all  before  Thy  throne  appear. 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

TheGodwhom  heavenand  earth  adore, 

From  men,  and  from  the  angel-host, 
Be  praise  and  glory  evermore. 


Arr.  from  Beethoven. 


Safe  are  those  Thou  kind-ly 
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keep  -  est. 


O  7  Unknown. 

2  Through  night's  curtainsroundus  closing, 
Seen  of  Thee  is  our  reposing  ; 
Trustful  then,  though  all  unworthy, 
Weary  we  lie  down  before  Thee. 

3  Let  Thine  angels,  without  number, 
Watch  around  our  beds  of  slumber ; 
Guard  from  spirits  of  perdition, 
Guilty  thought,  and  evil  vision. 
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4  Grant  to  those  in  pain  that  languish, 
Sleep  to  lull  the  sense  of  anguish; 
Give  to  those  in  sorrow  waking, 
Sleep  to  soothe  the  heart's  sore  aching. 

5  Thou,  that  ever  wakeful  livcst, 
Sleep  to  Thy  beloved  givest ; 
Nightly  from  our  cares  release  us, 
Till  we  fall  asleep  in  Jesus. 
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Ait.  by  T.  R.  Matthews. 
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—  -, — ^a— '     *-€- 7— g-r*— * »— f-rf* 


W=| 


Hi 


Triumph  in     re  -  deeming  grace  ;  O    re-fresh  us,      O    re-fresh  us,  Traveling  thro' this  wilderness. 
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O  O  Walter  Shirley. 

2  Thanks  we  give,  and  adoration, 

For  the  Gospel's  joyful  sound; 
May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound; 

May  Thy  presence 
With  as  evermore  be  found. 

3  So,  whene'er  the  signal's  given, 

Us  from  earth  to  call  away, 
Borne  011  angel's  wings  to  heaven, 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey, 

May  we  ever 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day. 

0  9  James  Edmeston. 

1  Lead  us,  Heavenly  Father,  lead  us 

<  >Vr  the  world's  tempestuous  sea  ; 
Guard  us,  guide  us,  keep  as,  feed  us, 

For  we  bai  e  no  help  but  Thee : 
Ye\  possessing  even  blessing, 

[f  our  ( tod,  our  Father  be, 

2  Saviour,  breathe  forgiveness  o'er  us, 

All  our  weakness  Thou  dost  know; 
Thou  didsl  tread  this  earth  before  us, 
Thou  didsl  feel  its  keenest  woe ; 

Lone  and  dreary,  faint  and  weary. 

Through  the  desert  Thou  didst  oro. 


3  Spirit  of  our  God,  descending, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  joy; 

Love  with  every  passion  blending, 
Pleasure  that  can  never  el<>\  : 

Tims  provided,  pardoned,  guided, 
Nothing  can  our  peace  destroy. 

60  Thomas  Kelly. 

1  God  of  our  salvation,  hear  us ; 

Bless,  O  bless  us,  ere  we  go ; 
"When  we  join  the  world,  be  near  us, 
Lest  we  cold  and  careless  grow  ; 

Sa\  iour,  keep  us, 
Keep  us  safe  from  every  foe. 

2  May  we  live  in  view  of  heaven, 

Where  we  hope  to  see  Thy  face; 
Save  us  from  unhallowed  leaven, 

All  that  might  obscure  Thy  -race; 

Keep  us  walking 

Each  in  his  appointed  place. 

3  As  our  steps  are  drawing  nearer 

To  the  place  we  Call  OUr  home, 

May  our  view  of  heaven  gro*  clearer, 

Hope  more  bright  of  joys  to  come; 

And,  when  dying, 
May  Thy  presence  cheer  the  gloom. 
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W.  II.  Monk. 
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1.  A  -  bide  with  me  ;  Fast  falls  the  ev  -  en  -  tide  ;  The   darkness  deepens,  Lord,  with  me  a  -  bide 
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bide  with    me. 


Henry  F.  Ltte. 
Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  day ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away ; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see ; 

0  Thou,  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me. 

3  I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour ; 

What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  power  ? 
Who,  like  Thyself,  my  guide  and  stay  can  be? 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  O  abide  with  me. 

4  I  fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless ; 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness ; 
Where  is  death's  sting?  where,  grave,  thy  victory? 

1  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me. 

5  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes  ; 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies ; 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  shadows  flee 
In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 

D/&  John  Ellerton. 

1  Saviour,  again  to  Thy  dear  Name  we  raise 
With  one  accord  our  parting  hymn  of  praise ; 
We  stand  to  bless  Thee  ere  our  worship  cease, 
Then  still  delaying,  wait  Thy  word  of  peace. 

2  Grant  us  Thy  peace  upon  our  homeward  way ; 
With  Thee  began,  with  Thee  shall  end  the  day; 
Guard  Thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts  from  shame, 
That  in  this  house  have  called  upon  Thy  Name. 

3  Grant  us  Thy  peace,  Lord,  through  the  coming  night, 
Turn  Thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light ; 

From  harm  and  danger  keep  Thy  children  free, 
For  dark  and  light  are  both  alike  to  Thee. 

4  Grant  us  Thy  peace  throughout  our  earthly  life, 
Our  balm  in  sorrow,  and  our  stay  in  strife ; 
Then,  when  Thy  voice  shall  bid  our  conflict  cease, 
Call  us,  0  Lord,  to  Thine  eternal  peace. 
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Air.  from  Lwoff. 
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Thv  saints,  who  here  Thy  good- ness  see,  Thro'   all    the     world     do   wor  -  ship  Thee. 
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DO  Thomas  Cotteriia. 

1  Thee  we  adore,  eternal  Lord, 

We  praise  Thv  Name  with  one  accord; 
Thy  saint-,  who  here  Thy  goodness  see, 
Through  all  the  world  do  worship  Thee. 

2  To  Thee  aloud  all  angels  cry, 

The  heavens  and  all  the  powers  on  high; 
Thee,  holy,  holy,  holy  King, 
Lord  God  of  Hosts,  they  ever  sing. 

3  The  apostles  join  the  glorious  throng; 
The  prophets  swell  the  immortal  song; 
The  martyr's  noble  army  raise 
Eternal  anthems  to  Thy  praise. 

4  The  holy  Church  in  every  place 
Throughout  the  world  exalts  Thy  praise ; 
Both  heaven  and  earth  do  worship  Tine, 
Then  Father  of  eternity  ! 

5  From  day  to  day,  0  Lord,  do  we 

Highly  exalt  and  honor  Tine  ; 
Thy  Name  we  worship  and  adore, 
World  without  end,  forevermore. 

04  JOHIAII  CONDER. 

1  Tot  Lord  is  Sing]  lift  up  thy  voice, 
( >  earth,  and  all  ye  heavens,  rejoice ; 
From  world  to  wm-M  the  joy  shall  ring; 
The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King. 

2  The  Lord  is  King!  who  then  shall  dare 
Resist  Bis  will,  aistrnsl  I  Lis  'are, 

( >r  murmur  al  I  lis  w  ise  decrees, 
Or  doubt  His  royal  promises  I 


3  O,  when  His  wisdom  can  mistake, 
His  might  decay.  His  love  forsake, 
Then  may  His  children  cease  to  sing, 
The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King. 

4  One  Lord,  one  empire,  all  secures; 

He  reigns,  and  life  and  death  are  yours; 
Thro' earth  and  hea\  enonesong  shall  ring, 
The  Lord  omnipotent  is  King. 

65  Isaac  Watts. 

1  The  Lord,  how  wondrous  are  Bis  ways, 
How  firm  Bis  truth,  how  large  Bis  grace  ; 

lie  takes  His  mercy  for  His  throne, 
And  thence  He  makes  His  glories  known. 

2  Not  half  so  high  His  power  hath  spread 

The  starry  heavens  above  our  head, 
As  His  rich  love  exceeds  our  praise, 
Exceeds  the  highest  hopes  we  raise. 

8    Not  half  so  far  lias  nature  placed 
The  rising  morning  from  the  west, 
A-  His  forgii ing  grace  remoi ea 
The  daily  guilt  of  those  He  loves. 

4  How  slowly  doth  His  wrath  arise! 

On  swifter  wings  Balvation  flies; 

And,  if  Be  lets  His  anger  hum, 
How  Boon  His  frowns  to  pity  turn  ! 

5  His  everlasting  love  is  sure 

To  all  the  saint-,  and  shall  endure; 

From  age  to  age  Bis  truth  shall  reign, 
Nor  children's  children  hope  in  vain. 
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Arr.  from  Beethoven. 


Bless,  O    my  soul,  the    liv  -  ing  God,     Call  home  thy  thoughts  that  rove  abroad  ; 
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Let     all   the  powers  with-in     me  join     In    work   and  wor  -  ship   so      di  -  vine. 
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Isaac  Watts. 
Bless,  0  my  soul,  the  living  God, 
Call  home  thy  thoughts  that  rove  abroad; 
Let  all  the  powers  within  me  join 
In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 

2  Bless,  0  my  soul,  the  God  of  grace ; 
His  favors  claim  thy  highest  praise ; 
Why  should  the  wonders  He  hath  wrought 
Be  lost  in  silence  and  forgot  ? 

3  'Tis  He,  my  soul,  that  sent  His  Son 

To  die  for  crimes  which  thou  hast  done ; 
He  owns  the  ransom,  and  forgives 
The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives. 

4  Let  the  whole  earth  His  power  confess ; 
Let  the  whole  earth  adore  His  grace ; 
The  Gentile  with  the  Jew  shall  join 

In  work  and  worship  so  divine. 

t)  /  Isaac  Watts. 

1  High  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God, 
Thy  goodness  in  full  glory  shines; 
Thy  truth  shall  break  thro'  every  cloud 
That  veils  and  darkens  Thy  designs. 

2  Forever  firm  Thy  justice  stands, 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep ; 
Wise  are  the  wonders  of  Thy  hands  ; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep. 

3  Thy  providence  is  kind  and  large ; 
Both  man  and  beast  Thy  bounty  share  ; 
The  whole  creation  is  Thy  charge, 
But  saints  are  Thy  peculiar  care. 


4  My  God,  how  excellent  Thy  grace, 
Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  spring; 
The  sons  of  Adam  in  distress 

Fly  to  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

5  From  the  provisions  of  Thy  house 
We  shall  be  fed  with  sweet  repast ; 
There  mercy  like  a  river  flows, 
And  brings  salvation  to  our  taste. 

6  Life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  free, 
Springs  from  the  presence  of  the  Lord ; 
And  in  Thy  light  our  souls  shall  see 
The  glories  promised  in  Thy  word. 

0  O  Johx  Needham. 

1  Awake,  my  tongue,  thy  tribute  bring 
To  Him  who  gave  thee  power  to  sing; 
Praise  Him,  who  has  all  praise  above, 
The  Source  of  wisdom  and  of  love. 

2  How  vast  His  knowledge!  howprofound! 
A   depth  where   all    our  thoughts  are 

drowned ! 
The  stars  He  numbers,  and  their  names 
He  gives  to  all  those  heavenly  flames. 

3  Thro'  each  bright  world  above,  behold 
Ten  thousand  thousand  charms  unfold ; 
Earth,  air,  and  mighty  seas  combine, 
To  speak  His  wisdom  all  divine. 

4  But  in  redemption,  0  what  grace ! 

Its  wonders,  O  what  thought  can  trace  ! 
Here  wisdom  shines  forever  bright ; 
Praise  Him,  my  soul,  with  sweet  delight. 
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F.  M.  A.  Venua. 
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1.  Lord  of   all     be  -   in?,  throned  a -fur,     Thy  glo  -  ry    flames  from     sun      and    6tar  ;  Ceu-tre  and 
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soul  of   ev  -  ery  sphere,  Yet  to  each  lov  -ing    heart  how  near,  Yet  to  each  lov  -  ing  heart  how  near. 


O.  W.  Holmes. 
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2  Sun  of  our  life,  Thy  quickening  ray 

Sheds  on  our  path  the  glow  of  day  ; 
Star  of  our  hope,  Thy  softened  light 
Cheers  the  long  watches  of  the  night. 

3  Our  midnight  is  Thy  smile  withdrawn  ; 
(  Mir  noontide  is  Thy  gracious  dawn  ; 
Our  rainbow  arch  Thy  mercy's  sign  ; 
All,  save  the  clouds  of  sin,  are  Thine. 

4  Lord  of  all  life,  below,  above,  [love, 
Whose  light  is  truth,  wdiose  warmth  is 
Before  Thine  ever-blazing  throne 

We  ask  no  lustre  of  our  own. 

5  Grant  us  Thy  truth  to  make  us  free, 
And  kindling  hearts  that  burn  for  Thee, 
Till  all  Thy  living  altars  claim 

One  holy  light,  one  heavenly  flame. 

/O  Jorm  Sterling. 

1  <  I  Source  divine,  and  Life  of  all, 
The  Fount  of  being's  wondrous  sea, 
Thy  depth  would  every  heart  appal, 
Thai  saw  not  Love  supreme  in  Thee. 

2  We  shrink  before  Thy  vast  abyss, 

Where  worlds  on  worlds  eternal  brood  ; 
We  know  Thee  truly  but  in  this, 

That  Thou  bestowesl  all  our  g 1. 

8  And  so,  'mid  boundless  time  and  space, 
( )  grant  us  still  in  Thee  to  dwell, 
And  through  the  ceaseless  web  to  trace 

Thy  presence  working  all  things  well. 


4  Nor  let  Thou  life's  delightful  play 
Thy  truth's  transcendent  vision  hide ; 
Nor  strength  and  gladness  lead  astray 
From  Thee,  our  nature's  only  guide. 

5  Bestow  on  every  joyous  thrill 
Thy  deeper  tone  of  reverent  awe; 
Make  pure  Thy  children's  erring  will, 
And  teach  their  hearts  to  love  Thy  law. 

/  1  Rat  Palmeb, 

1  Lord,  my  weak  thought  in  vain  would 

climb 
To  search  the  starry  vault  profound; 
In  vain  would  wing  her  flight  sublime, 
To  find  creation's  utmost  bound. 

2  Bat  weaker  yet  that  thought  must  prove 
To  search  Thy  great  eternal  plan, 

Thy  sovereign  counsels  horn  of  love 
Long  ages  ere  the  world  began. 

3  When  my  dim  reason  would  demand 
Why  that  or  this  Thou  dost  ordain, 
By  some  vast  deej)  1  seem  to  stand, 
Whose  secrets  I  must  ask  in  vain. 

4  When  doubts  disturb  my  troubled  breast, 
And  all  is  dark  as  night  to  me, 

Here,  as  on  solid  rock,  1  rest, 

That  so  it  seemeth  good  to  Thee. 
r>  Be  this  my  joy,  that  evermore 

Thou  rulest  all  things  at  Thy  will; 

Thy  sovereign  wisdom  I  adore, 

And  calmly,  sweetly  trust  Thee  still. 


GOD    THE     FATHER 


29 


ROTHWELL.       L.  M. 


1.  My    God,  my  King,  Thy  var-ious  praise  Shall  fill  the  rem  -  nant  of  my  days  ;  Thy  grace  employ  my 
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Isaac  Watts. 
my  King,  Thy  various  praise 


72 

1  My  God, 
Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days ; 
Thy  grace  employ  my  humble  tongue, 
Till  death  and  glory  raise  the  song. 

2  The  wings  of  every  hour  shall  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to  Thine  ear; 
And  every  setting  sun  shall  see 
New  works  of  duty,  done  for  Thee. 

3  Thy  works  with  sovereign  glory  shine, 
And  speak  Thy  majesty  divine ; 

Let  every  realm  with  joy  proclaim 
The  sound  and  honor  of  Thy  Name. 

4  Let  distant  times  and  nations  raise 
The  long  succession  of  Thy  praise 
And  unborn  ages  make  my  song 
The  joy  and  labor  of  their  tongue. 

5  But  who  can  speak  Thy  wondrous  deeds ! 
Thy  greatness  all  our  thoughts  exceeds; 
Vast  and  unsearchable  Thy  ways, 
Yast  and  immortal  be  Thy  praise. 

73  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Give  thanks  to  God,  He  reigns  above  ; 
Kind  are  His  thoughts,  His  name  is  Love ; 
His  mercy  ages  past  have  known, 
And  ages  long  to  come  shall  own. 

2  Let  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord 
The  wonders  of  His  grace  record ; 
Israel,  the  nation  whom  He  chose, 
And  rescued  from  their  mighty  foes. 


3  From  age  to  age  exalt  His  Name ; 
God  and  His  grace  are  still  the  same ; 
He  fills  the  hungry  soul  with  food, 
And  feeds  the  poor  with  every  good. 

4  He  feeds  and  clothes  us  all  the  way, 
He  guides  our  footsteps  lest  we  stray, 
He  guards  us  with  a  powerful  hand, 
And  brings  us  to  the  heavenly  land. 

5  O  let  the  saints  with  joy  record 
The  truth  and  goodness  of  the  Lord ; 
Howgreat  His  works!  how  kind  His  ways! 
Let  every  tongue  pronounce  His  praise. 

74:  Thomas  Blacklock. 

1  Come,  0  my  soul,  in  sacred  lays 
Attempt  thy  great  Creator's  praise ; 
But  O,  what  tongue  can  speak  His  fame, 
What  verse  can  reach  the  lofty  theme  ? 

2  Enthroned  amid  the  radiant  spheres, 
He  glory  like  a  garment  wears ; 

To  form  a  robe  of  light  divine, 

Ten  thousand  suns  around  Him  shine. 

3  In  all  our  Maker's  grand  designs, 
Almighty  power  with  wisdom  shines ; 
His  works,  thro'  all  this  wondrous  frame, 
Declare  the  glory  of  His  Name. 

4  Raised  on  devotion's  lofty  wing, 
Do  thou,  my  soul,  His  glories  sing ; 
And  let  His  praise  employ  thy  tongue, 
Till  listening  worlds  shall  join  the  song ! 


30 


GOD    THE     FATHER 


PETERBOROUGH. 


C.  M. 

±= 


±=d=i 


R.  Harrison. 


3 


1.  O     li oil,  we  praise  Thee  and     con-  fess,     That   Thou  the 

a    jl    ±    2:     ^2.     ^.      „  i 


on 


HIS^ 


/O  Tate  and  Brady. 

2  To  Thee  all  angels  cry  aloud ; 

To  Thee  the  powers  on  high, 

Both  cherubim  and  seraphim, 
Continually  do  cry. 

3  0  holy,  holy,  holy  Lord, 

Whom  heavenly  hosts  obey, 
The  world  is  with  the  glory  filled 
Of  Thy  majestic  sway. 

4  The  apostles'  glorious  company, 

And  prophets  crowned  with  light, 
With  all  the  martyrs'  noble  host, 
Thy  constant  praise  recite. 

5  The  holy  Church  throughout  the  world, 

O  Lord,  confesses  Thee, 
That  Thou  th'  eternal  Father  art, 
Of  boundless  majesty. 

7  6  Tate  and  Brady. 

1  Tn  koto  n  endles<years,Thouart  the  same, 

O  Thon  eternal  God  ; 

to  come  shall  know  Thy  Name, 
And  tell  Thy  works  abroad. 

2  The  strong  foundations  of  the  earth 

<  >f  old  l>v  Thee  were  laid  ; 

J',\  Thee  the  beauteous  arch  of  heaven 
With  matchless  skill  was  made 

9    Soon  shall  this  goodly  frame  of  things, 

Formed  bj  Tny  powerful  hand, 
Be,  like  a  vesture,  laid  aside, 
And  changed  at  Thy  command. 


4  But  Thy  perfections,  all  divine, 

Eternal  as  Thy  days. 
Through  everlasting  ages  shine, 
With  undiminished  rays. 

5  Our  children's  children,  still  Thy  care, 

Shall  own  their  fathers1  God  ; 
To  latest  times  Thy  favor  share, 
And  spread  Thy  praise  abroad. 

/   /  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Great  God,  how  infinite  art  Thou  ! 

What  worthless  worms  are  wel 

Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  how. 
And  pay  their  praise  to  Thee. 

2  Thy  throne  eternal  ages  stood, 

Ere  Beas  or  Btars  were  made; 
Thou  art  the  ever-living  God, 

Were  all  the  nation-  dead. 

3  Eternity,  with  all  its  years, 

Stand-  present  in  Thy  \  iew ; 

To  Thee  there  's  nothing  old  appears, 

( rreal  < tod,  there's  nothing  new. 

4  Our  lives  thro'  various  scenes  are  drawn, 

And  vexed  with  trilling  cares; 
While  Thine  eternal  thoughts  move  on 
Thine  undisturbed  affairs. 

5  Great  God,  how  infinite  art  Thou! 

What  worthless  worms  are  wel 
Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  how, 

And  pay  their  praise  to  Thee. 
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78  Thomas  Jeryis. 

2  The  heavens  Thy  matchless  skill  display, 

With  all  the  stars  of  light, 
The  splendid  sun  that  rules  the  day, 
The  silver  moon  by  night. 

3  And,  while  those  radiant  orbs  of  light, 

That  shine  from  pole  to  pole, 
In  silent  harmony  unite 

To  praise  Thee  as  they  roll : — 

4  0  shall  not  we,  of  human  race, 

The  glorious  concert  join  ? 
Shall  not  the  children  of  Thy  grace 
Attempt  the  theme  divine  ? 

5  Not  all  the  feeble  notes  of  time 

Can  utter  God's  high  praise ; 
Nor  all  the  noblest  strains  sublime 
That  earth  or  heaven  can  raise. 

6  Yet  this  shall  be  our  best  employ, 

Through  life's  uncertain  days  ; 
And,  in  the  realms  of  boundless  joy, 
Eternal  be  Thy  praise  ! 

79  Philip  Doddridge. 

1  Great  Ruler  of  all  nature's  frame, 

We  own  Thy  power  divine ; 
We  hear  Thy  breath  in  every  storm, 
For  all  the  winds  are  Thine. 

2  Wide  as  they  sweep  their  sounding  way, 

They  work  Thy  sovereign  will ; 
And,  awed  by  Thy  majestic  voice, 
Confusion  shall  be  still. 


3  Thy  mercy  tempers  every  blast 

To  them  that  seek  Thy  face, 
And  mingles  with  the  tempest's  roar 
The  whispers  of  Thy  grace. 

4  Those  gentle  whispers  let  me  hear, 

Till  all  the  tumult  cease  \ 
And  gales  of  Paradise  shall  lull 
My  weary  soul  to  peace. 

80  Frederick  W.  Faber. 

1  My  God,  how  wonderful  Thou  art ! 

Thy  majesty  how  bright! 
How  glorious  is  Thy  mercy-seat, 
In  depths  of  burning  light ! 

2  0  how  I  fear  Thee,  Living  God, 

With  deepest,  tenderest  fears, 
And  worship  Thee  with  trembling  hope, 
And  penitential  tears. 

3  Yet  I  may  love  Thee  too,  O  Lord, 

Almighty  as  Thou  art; 
For  Thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  me 
The  love  of  my  poor  heart. 

4  No  earthly  father  loves  like  Thee, 

No  mother  half  so  mild 
Bears  and  forbears,  as  Thou  hast  done 
With  me,  Thy  sinful  child. 

5  My  God,  how  wonderful  Thou  art, 

Thou  everlasting  Friend ! 
On  Thee  I  stay  my  trusting  heart, 
Till  faith  in  vision  end. 
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8  1  WlIXIAM  COWTER. 

2  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take ; 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  will  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

3  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  trust  Him  for  His  grace; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

4  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 

Unfolding  every  hour; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

5  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 

And  scan  His  work  in  vain  ; 
God  is  His  own  interpreter, 
And  lie  will  make  it  plain. 

82  Isaac  Watts. 

1  O  God  !  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Our  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 
And  our  eternal  home ! 

2  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood, 

Or  earth  received  her  frame, 
From  everlasting  Thou  art  I  tod, 
To  endless  wars  the  same. 

3  A  thousand  ages  in  Thy  sight 

An-  like  an  evening  gone  J 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night, 
Before  the  rising  sun. 


4  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  stream, 

Dears  all  its  sons  awav  ; 
They  fly,  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

5  O  God !  our  help  in  ages  past, 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Be  Thou  our  guide  while  life  shall  last, 
And  our  eternal  home. 

CdCj  John  Fawcett. 

1  Thy  way,  0  God,  is  in  the  Bea, 

Thy  paths  I  cannot  trace ; 
Nor  comprehend  the  mystery 
Of  Thine  unbounded  grace. 

2  'Tis  but  in  part  I  know  Thy  will, 

I  bless  Thee  for  the  sight  ; 
"When  will  Thy  love  the  rest  reveal 
In  glory's  clearer  light  I 

3  Here  the  dark  veils  of  flesh  and  sense 

My  captive  soul  surround, 
Mysterious  deeps  of  providence 
My  wondering  thoughts  confound. 

4  When  will  the  day  of  perfect  light, 

The  happy  morn  arise, 
That  shall  remove  the  shades  of  night 
From  my  beclouded  eyes? 

5  With  rapture  shall  I  then  survey 

Thy  providence  and  grace ; 

And  spend  an  everlasting  day 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 
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84  Tate  and  Bkady. 

2  For,  faithful  is  the  word  of  God ; 

His  works  with  truth  abound ; 
He  justice  loves,  and  all  the  earth 
Is  with  His  goodness  crowned. 

3  "Whate'er  the  mighty  Lord  decrees, 

Shall  stand  forever  sure  ; 
The  settled  purpose  of  His  heart 
To  ages  shall  endure. 

4  Our  soul  on  God  with  patience  waits ; 

Our  help  and  shield  is  He  ; 
Then,  Lord,  let  still  our  hearts  rejoice, 
Because  we  trust  in  Thee. 

5  The  riches  of  Thy  mercy,  Lord, 

Do  Thou  to  us  extend ; 
Since  we,  for  all  we  want  or  wish, 
On  Thee  alone  depend. 

Ou  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Sweet  is  the  memory  of  Thy  grace, 

My  God,  my  heavenly  King ; 
Let  age  to  age  Thy  righteousness 
In  songs  of  glory  sing. 

2  God  reigns  on  high,  but  ne'er  confines 

His  goodness  to  the  skies ; 
Thro'  the  whole  earth  His  bounty  shines, 
And  every  want  supplies. 

3  With  longing  eyes  Thy  creatures  wait 

On  Thee  for  daily  food ; 
Thy  liberal  hand  provides  their  meat, 
And  fills  their  mouths  with  good. 


4  How  kind  are  Thy  compassions,  Lord ! 

How  slow  Thine  anger  moves! 
But  soon  He  sends  His  pardoning  word 
To  cheer  the  souls  He  loves. 

5  Creatures  with  all  their  endless  race, 

Thy  power  and  praise  proclaim ; 
But  saints  that  taste  Thy  richer  grace 
Delight  to  bless  Thy  Name. 

0  t)  John  Thomson. 

1  Jehovah,  God,  Thy  gracious  power 

On  every  hand  we  see ; 
O  may  the  blessings  of  each  hour 
Lead  all  our  thoughts  to  Thee. 

2  If  on  the  wings  of  morn  we  speed 

To  earth's  remotest  bound, 
Thy  hand  will  there  our  footsteps  lead, 
Thy  love  our  path  surround. 

3  Thy  power  is  in  the  ocean  deeps, 

And  reaches  to  the  skies ; 
Thine  eye  of  mercy  never  sleeps, 
Thy  goodness  never  dies. 

4  From  morn  till  noon,  till  latest  eve, 

Thy  hand,  O  God,  we  see ; 
And  all  the  blessings  we  receive, 
Proceed  alone  from  Thee. 

5  In  all  the  varying  scenes  of  time, 

On  Thee  our  hopes  depend ; 
Through  every  age,  in  every  clime, 
Our  Father,  and  our  Friend. 
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O  7  Helen-  M.  "Williams. 

2  In  each  event  of  life,  how  clear 

Thy  ruling  hand  I  see  ; 
Each  blessing  to  my  soul  more  dear, 

Because  conferred  by  Thee. 
In  every  joy  that  crowns  my  days, 

In  every  pain  I  bear, 
My  heart  shall  find  delight  in  praise, 

Or  seek  relief  in  prayer. 

3  When  gladness  wings  the  favored  hour, 

Thy  love  my  thoughts  shall  fill; 
Resigned,  when  Btorms  of  sorrow  lower, 

My  SOUl  shall  inert  Thy  will. 

My  lifted  eye,  without  a  tear. 
The  gathering  storm  shall  sec; 

My  Bteadfasl  heart  shall  know  no  fear, 
That  heart  will  rest  on  Thee. 

88  Anne  Steele. 

1    Mi  ( tod,  my  Father,  blissful  Name! 

( )  may  I  call  Thee  mine  I 

May   I   with  BWeel  a  —  urauce  claim 

A  portion  so  divine  I 


This  only  can  my  fears  control, 
And  bid  my  Borrows  fly  : 

What  harm  can  ever  reach  my  soul 
Beneath  my  Father'-  eye  I 

Whatever  Thy  providence  denies, 

I  calmly  would  resign, 
For  Thou  art  good  and  jusl  and  wise; 
O  bend  my  will  to  Thine. 

Whate'erThy  sacred  will  ordains, 
( )  give  me  strength  to  bear; 

And  let  me  know  my  Father  reigns, 
And  trust  His  tender  care. 

Thy  sovereign  ways  are  all  unknown 
To  my  weak,  erring  Bight ; 

Yet  let  my  soul  adoring  own 
That  all  Thy  ways  are  right. 

My  God,  my  Father,  be  Thy  Name 
My  Bolace  and  my  stay ; 

0  w'ilt  Thou  seal  my  humble  claim, 
And  drive  my  fears  away. 
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J.  Cole. 


When     all      Thy  mer-cies,  O 
1.  When   all    Thy    mer-cies,      O 
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won  -  der,     love,  and  praise. 


Ot)  Joseph  Addison. 

2  Unnumbered  comforts  on  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  whom  those  comforts  flowed. 

3  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ  ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart 
That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

4  Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue  ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 
The  glorious  theme  renew. 

5  Through  all  eternity  to  Thee 

A  joyful  song  I'll  raise; 

But  0,  eternity's  too  short 

To  utter  all  Thy  praise. 


c/U  Charles  Wesley. 

1  Faithful,  0  Lord,  Thy  mercies  are, 

A  rock  that  cannot  move  ; 
A  thousand  promises  declare 
Thy  constancy  of  love. 

2  Thou  waitest  to  be  gracious  still ; 

Thou  dost  with  sinners  bear, 
That,  saved,  we  may  Thy  goodness  feel, 
And  all  Thy  grace  declare. 

3  Its  streams  the  whole  creation  reach, 

So  plenteous  is  the  store ; 
Enough  for  all,  enough  for  each, 
Enough  for  evermore. 

4  Throughout  the  universe  it  reigns, 

It  stands  forever  sure  ; 
And  while  Thy  truth,  O  God,  remains, 
Thy  goodness  must  endure. 
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Ottiwell  Heginbotham. 
Thou  boundless  Source  of  every  good, 

Our  best  desires  fulfil ; 
O  help  us  to  adore  Thy  grace, 

And  mark  Thy  sovereign  will. 

In  all  Thy  mercies  may  our  souls 
Thy  bounteous  goodness  see  ; 

Nor  let  the  gifts  Thy  hand  imparts 
Estrange  our  hearts  from  Thee. 


In  every  changing  scene  of  life, 
Whate'er  that  scene  may  be, 

Give  us  a  meek  and  humble  mind, 
A  mind  at  peace  with  Thee. 

Then  we  may  close  our  eyes  in  death, 
Free  from  distracting  care ; 

For  death  is  life,  and  labor  rest, 
If  Thou  art  with  us  there. 
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DUNDEE.      C.  M. 


G.  Franc. 


1.  O      God,  Thy  power   is        won-der-  ful,    Thy      glo  -   ry       pass-ing    bright 
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Thy    wis  -  dom,  with  its    deep     on    deep,      A        rap  -  ture       to      the     sight. 
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92  Fbederick  W.  Fabeb 

2  I  see  Thee  in  the  eternal  years 

In  glory  all  alone, 
Ere  round  Thine  uncreated  fires 
Created  light  had  shone. 

3  I  see  Thee  walk  in  Eden's  shade, 

I  see  Thee  all  through  time ; 
Thy  patience  and  compassion  seem 
New  attributes  sublime. 

JACKSON.      L.  M.  6  lines. 
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4  Angelic  spirits,  countless  souls, 

Of  Thee  have  drunk  their  fill; 
And  to  eternity  will  drink 
Thy  joy  and  glory  still. 

5  O  little  heart  of  mine  !  shall  pain 

Or  sorrow  make  thee  moan, 
When  all  this  God  is  all  for  thee, 
A  Father  all  thine  own  ? 

Arr.  from  IIatdn. 
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1.  Thou  art,    O     God,  the   life    and  light     Of       all     this    wondrous  world   we    see; 
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Its  glow     by    day,     its  smile    by  night,  Are    but      re  -  flections  caught  from  Thee  ; 
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Where'er  we  turn,  Thy   glo-  ries   shine,  And  all  things    fair   and  bright  are  Thine. 
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STEPHENS.      C.  M. 


W.  Jones. 


Thro'  all    tlie  cliang  -  ing  scenes  of      life,     In        trou  -  ble    and    in 
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y«3  Tate  and  Brady. 

1  Through  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 

In  trouble  and  in  joy, 
The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 
My  heart  and  tongue  employ. 

2  Of  His  deliverance  I  will  boast, 

Till  all  who  are  distressed 
From  my  example  comfort  take, 
And  charm  their  griefs  to  rest. 

3  The  hosts  of  God  encamp  around 

The  dwellings  of  the  just ; 
Protection  He  affords  to  all 

Who  make  His  Name  their  trust. 

4  O  make  but  trial  of  His  love  ; 

Experience  will  decide 
How  blest  are  they,  and  only  they, 
Who  in  His  truth  confide. 

5  Fear  Him,  ye  saints,  and  you  will  then 

Have  nothing  else  to  fear; 
Make  you  His  service  your  delight, 
He'll  make  your  wants  His  care. 
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Philip  Doddridge. 


0  God  of  Bethel,  by  whose  hand 

Thy  people  still  are  fed ; 
Who,  through  this  earthly  pilgrimage, 

Hast  all  our  fathers  led  ; — 

Our  fervent  prayers  we  now  present 
Before  Thy  throne  of  grace ; 

God  of  our  fathers !  be  the  God 
Of  their  succeeding  race. 

Through  each  perplexing  path  of  life 
Our  wandering  footsteps  guide  ; 

Give  us  each  day  our  daily  bread, 
And  raiment  tit  provide. 

O  spread  thy  covering  wings  around, 
Till  all  our  wanderings  cease ; 

And  at  our  Father's  loved  abode 
Our  souls  arrive  in  peace. 

Now,  with  the  humble  voice  of  prayer, 

Thy  mercy  we  implore ; 
Then,  with  the  grateful  voice  of  praise, 

Thy  goodness  we'll  adore. 


95  Thomas  Moore. 

2  When  day,  with  farewell  beam,  delays 

Among  the  opening  clouds  of  even, 
And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 

Through  golden  vistas  into  heaven, 
Those  hues  that  mark  the  sun's  decline, 
So  soft,  so  radiant,  Lord,  are  Thine. 

3  When  night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom, 

O'ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skies, 
Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bkd,  whose 
plume 


Is  sparkling  with  unnumbered  eyes, 
That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  divine, 
So  grand,  so  countless,  Lord,  are  Thine. 

4  When  youthful  spring  around  us  breathes, 

Thy  spirit  warms  her  fragrant  sigh ; 
And  every  flower  the  summer  wreathes 

Is  born  beneath  Thy  kindling  eye, 
Where'er  we  turn,  Thy  glories  shine, 
And    all   things   fair    and    bright    arc 
Thine. 
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1.  I'll  praise  my  Biak  -  er  with  mv  breath,  And  when  my  voice  is 


lost 


in    death, 
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9  6  Isaac  Watts. 

2  Happy  the  man  whose  hopes  rely 
On  Israel's  God;  lie  made  the  sky, 

And  earth, and  seas,  with  all  their  train; 
His  truth  forever  stands  secure; 
He  saves  the  oppressed,  Hefecds  the  poor, 

And  none  shall  find  His  promise  vain. 

3  The  Lord  hath  eves  to  give  the  blind ; 
The  Lord  supports  the  sinking  mind; 

llesendsthe laboring-conscience  peace; 

LOVE.      8.7. 
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He  helps  the  stranger  in  distress, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherless, 

And  grants  the  prisoner  sweet  release. 

4  I'll  praise  Him  while  lie  lends  me  breath; 
And  when  my  voice  is  lost  in  death, 

Praise  shall  employ  my  nobler  powers; 
My  days  of  praise  shall  ne'er  be  past, 
While  life  and  thought  and  being  last, 

Or  immortality  endures. 


J 


Arr.  from  Raff. 

4-- 


I^igi^ 


God      is    love;  His     mcr  -  cy  brightens      All     th< 

1    ^ 


I 
All    the  path   in   which  we    rove 

*     ft   £    £  t 


r    r», 


Bliss   He  wakes,  and  woe    !!<•  light  -  ens ;  God    is    wis  -  dom,  God    is     love. 


1  .  ,1        - 


Z-         —  -<■ 


i. 


!i 


f  r   F-n.F^r, 


i^f= 


m 


GOD    THE     FATHER. 


39 


GLORY.      S.  M. 


R.  IIarrison. 


1.    O       bless     the    Lord,    my     soul,  His     grace    to       thee    pro  -  claim;  And 
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all      that      is      with  -  in       me,     join     To      bless  His       ho  -  ly       Name. 
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1  O  bless  the  Lord 


Isaac  Watts. 
my  soul, 
His  grace  to  Thee  proclaim  ; 
And  all  that  is  within  me,  join 
To  bless  His  holy  Name. 

2  0  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul, 

His  mercies  bear  in  mind; 
Forget  not  all  His  benefits, 
Who  is  to  thee  so  kind. 

3  He  pardons  all  thy  sins, 

Prolongs  thy  feeble  breath ; 
He  healeth  thine  infirmities, 
And  ransoms  thee  from  death. 


4  He  clothes  thee  with  His  love, 

Upholds  thee  with  His  truth  ; 
And,  like  the  eagle's,  He  renews 
The  vigor  of  thy  youth. 

5  Then  bless  the  Lord,  my  soul, 

His  grace,  His  love  proclaim ; 
Let  all  that  is  with  me,  join 
To  bless  His  holy  Name. 


John  Wesley. 
To  God  the  Father,  Son, 

And.  Spirit,  One  in  Three, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  is  now, 

And  shall  for  ever  be. 


y  O  John  Bowrkq. 

1  God  is  love ;  His  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  He  wakes,  and  woe  He  lightens ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

2  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever ; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 
But  His  mercy  waneth  never ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

3  E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth, 

Will  His  changeless  goodness  prove ; 
From  the  gloom  His  brightness  streameth, 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

4  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above ; 
Everywhere  His  glory  shineth  ; 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 


yy  John  Fawcett. 

1  Praise  to  Thee,  Thou  great  Creator, 

Praise  be  Thine  from  every  tongue ; 
Join,  my  soul,  with  every  creature, 
Join  the  universal  song. 

2  Father,  Source  of  all  compassion, 

Pure  unbounded  grace  is  Thine ; 
Hail  the  God  of  our  salvation, 
Praise  Him  for  His  love  divine. 

3  For  ten  thousand  blessings  given, 

For  the  richest  gifts  bestowed, 
Sound  His  praise  thro'  earth  and  heaven, 
Sound  Jehovah's  praise  aloud. 

4  Joyfully  on  earth  adore  Him, 

Till  in  heaven  our  song  we  raise ; 

There,  enraptured  fall  before  Him, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 
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THE    LORD    JESUS    CHRIST. 


ANGELS'    SONG.      C.  M.  D. 


G.  A.  Macfarren. 
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1.   It  came  up-on  tlie  midnight  clear,That  glorious  song  of  old,    From  an  gels  bending 
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100  Edmund  II.  Sears. 

2  Still  through  the  cloven  skies  they  come, 

With  peaceful  wings  unfurled  ; 
And  still  their  heavenly  music  floats 

O'er  all  the  weary  world; 
Above  its  sad  and  lowly  plains 

They  bend  on  hovering  wing, 
And  ever  o'er  its  Babel  sounds 

The  blessed  angels  sing. 

3  O  ye,  beneath  life's  crushing  load 

Whose  forms  are  bending  low, 
Who  toil  along  the  climbing  way, 

With  painful  steps  and  slow, — 
Look  up;   for  glad  and  golden  hours 

( 'oine  swiftly  on  the  wing; 
O  real  beside  the  weary  road, 

And  bear  the  angels  sing. 

•1   For  lo,  the  days  are  hastening  on 
By  prophet  bards  foretold, 
When  with  the  ever  circling  yean 
(  lomes  round  the  age  of  gold  ; 

When  Peace  shall  over  all  the  earth 

It-  ancienl  splendors  fling, 
And  the  w  h< -le  world  give  back  the  song 

Winch  now  the  angels  sing. 
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101  Edmind  II.  Sears, 

i   Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  night 
Come  heaven's  melodious  strains, 
Where  wild  Judea  stretches  far 

Iler  silver-mantled  plains; 
Celestial  choirs,  from  courts  above, 

Shed  sacred  glories  there; 
And  angels,  with  their  sparkling  lyres, 
Make  music  on  the  air. 

2  The  answering  hills  of  Palestine 

Send  back  the  glad  reply, 
And  greet  from  all  their  holy  heights 

The  day-spring  from  on  high; 
O'er  the  blue  depths  of  Galilee 

There  comes  a  holier  calm, 
And  Sharon  waves  in  solemn  praise 

I  bi-  silent  groves  <>l'  palm. 

3  Glory  to  God!  the  lofty  strain 

The  realm  of  ether  fills; 
How  sweeps  the  song  of  solemn  joy 

<  >'er  Judah's  sacred  hills ! 
"Glon  toGodl"  the  sounding  skies 

Loud  w  ilh  their  anthems  ring  ; 
"  Peace  on  the  earth,  good  w  ill  to  men, 
From  heaven's  eternal  King." 
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MANOAH. 


C.  M. 


Arr.  by  n.  W.  Greatorex. 


The  race    that  long     in    darkness  pined  Have  seen      a     glo  -  rious    Light 
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1  0  <&  J.  Morrison. 

1  The  race  that  long  in  darkness  pined 

Have  seen  a  glorious  Light ; 
The  people  dwell  in  day,  who  dwelt 
In  death's  surrounding  niffht. 

2  To  hail  Thy  rise,  Thou  better  Sun, 

The  gathering  nations  come, 

Joyous  as  when  the  reapers  bear 

The  harvest-treasures  home. 

3  For  Thou  our  burden  hast  removed, 

And  quelled  th'  oppressor's  sway, 
Quick  as  the  slaughtered  squadrons  fell 
In  Midian's  evil  day. 

4  To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  born, 

To  us  a  Son  is  given ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey, 
Him  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

5  His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  Peace, 

For  evermore  adored ; 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 
The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 

6  His  power,  increasing,  still  shall  spread  ; 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know ; 
Justice  shall  guard  His  throne  above, 
And  peace  abound  below. 

lUo  John  Chandler. 

1  Far  from  their  home,  our  fallen  race 

In  sinful  darkness  laid ; 
And,  knowing  not  the  way  to  life, 

In  hopeless  wanderings  strayed. 


I 

2  In  wondrous  love  the  Incarnate  God 

Descends  from  highest  heaven, 
Those  exiles  home  again  to  call, 
Himself  to  exile  given. 

3  He  comes,  to  feeble  knees  a  staff, 

And  strength  to  sinking  soul ; 
Himself  the  Way,  Himself  the  Light, 
Himself  the  Life,  and  Goal. 

4  Eternal  God,  within  the  veil 

Of  human  flesh  confined, 
O  may  Thy  truth  its  beams  unfold, 
To  every  faithful  mind. 

1  04  Tr.  by  Edward  Caswall. 

1  From  lands  that  see  the  sun  arise, 

To  earth's  remotest  shore, 
Let  every  tongue  give  praise  to  Him, 
Whom  blessed  Mary  bore. 

2  He  comes,  the  world's  blest  Maker  He, 

In  servile  guise  arrayed, 
In  flesh  our  sin-bound  flesh  to  free, 
To  save  the  souls  He  made. 

3  The  hosts  of  heaven  His  birthday  keep, 

The  angels  round  Him  sing; 
And  shepherds  hasten  to  adore 
Their  Shepherd  and  their  King. 

4  Praise  to  the  Father ;  praise  to  Thee, 

The  Virgin's  Holy  Son  ; 
Praise  to  the  Holy  Paraclete, 
.While  endless  ages  run. 
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ANTIOCH.       C.  M. 


Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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And  every  voice  a  song, 


And  every  voice  a     song, And  ev  -  ery  voice 


song. 
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And  every  voice  a  song, 

lOO  Philip  Doddridge. 

2  lie  comes,  the  prisoners  to  release 

In  Satan's  bondage  held; 
The  gates  of  brass  before  Him  burst, 
The  iron  fetters  yield. 

3  lie  comes,  from  thickest  films  of  vice 

To  clear  the  mental  ray. 
And  on  the  eyes  oppress' d  with  night 
To  pour  celestial  day. 

4  He  comes,  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 

The  bleeding  soul  to  cure, 
And,  with  the  treasures  of  His  grace, 
To  bless  the  humble  poor. 

5  Our  glad  hosannas,  Prince  of  Peace, 

Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim, 
And  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  Thy  beloved  Name. 

106  Samuel  Medley 

1  Mortals,  awake,  with  angels  join 

And  chant  the  solemn  lay  ; 

Joy,  love,  and  gratitude  combine 

To  hail  the  auspicious  day. 

2  In  heaven  the  rapturous  song  began, 

And  Bweel  seraphic  tire 
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And  every  voice  a  song,  And  ev   -   ery  voice  a 


song. 
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And  Strung  and  tuned  the  lyre. 

:;  Down  through  the  portals  of  the  sky 
The  Impetuous  torrent  ran  ; 
And  angels  rushed,  with  eager  joy, 
To  bear  the  news  to  man. 


4  Hark,  the  cherubic  armies  shout, 

And  glory  leads  the  BOng; 
Good-willand  peace  are  heard  throughout 

The  harmonious  heavenly  throng. 

5  With  joy  the  chorus  we  repeat, 

u  (dory  to  God  on  high  !  " 
Good-will  and  peace  are  now  complete; 
Jesus  was  born  to  die. 

6  Hail,  Prince  of  life,  forever  hail ! 

Redeemer,  Brother,  Friend! 
Though  earth, and  time, and  life  shall  fail, 
Thy  praise  shall  never  end. 

107 


Isaac  Watts. 
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1  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come 

Let  earth  receive  her  King  ; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  Him  room, 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Saviour  reigns; 

Let  men  their  songs  employ  : 
While  tields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy.         |  plains, 

3  No  more  let  sins  and  sorrows  grow, 

Nor  thorns  Lnfeafl  the  ground  ; 
He  comes  to  make  His  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  v\ith  truth  and  grace, 

And  makes  the  nations  prove 

The  glories  of  Bis  righteousness, 

And  wonders  of  Hi>  love. 
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10b  Johx  Cawood. 

2  Listen  to  the  wondrous  story, 

Which  they  chant  in  hymns  of  joy : — 
u  Glory  in  the  highest,  glory ! 
Glory  be  to  God  most  high  ! 

3  "  Peace  on  earth,  good-will  from  heaven, 

Reaching  far  as  man  is  found ; 
Souls  redeemed,  and  sins  forgiven ! 
Loud  our  golden  harps  shall  sound. 

4  "Christ  is  born,  the  great  Anointed; 

Heaven  and  earth  His  praises  sing ! 
O  receive  whom  God  appointed, 

For  your  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ! 

5  "  Haste,  ye  mortals,  to  adore  Him  ; 

Learn  His  Xame  to  magnify, 
Till  in  heaven  ye  sing  before  Him, 
'Glory  be  to  God  most  high  ! '  " 


1  0  "  Edward  H.  Plttmptre. 

1  Hark,  the  hosts  of  heaven  are  singing 

Praises  to  their  new-born  Lord, 
Strains  of  music  sweet  are  ringing, 
Not  a  note  or  word  unheard. 

2  Through  the  darkness,  strangely  splendid 

Flashed  the  light  on  shepherds'  eyes ; 
As  their  lowly  flocks  they  tended, 
Came  new  tidings  from  the  skies. 

3  All  the  hosts  of  heaven  are  chanting 

Songs  with  power  to  stir  and  thrill, 
And  the  universe  is  panting 
Joy's  deep  longings  to  fulfil. 

4  On  this  day,  then,  through  creation 

Let  the  glorious  hymn  ring  out ; 
Let  men  hail  the  great  salvation. 


God  with  us, 


with  song  and  shout. 


110  Philip  Doddridge. 

1  High  let  us  swell  our  tuneful  notes, 

And  join  the  angelic  throng ; 
For  angels  no  such  love  have  known 
To  wake  a  cheerful  song. 

2  Good-will  to  sinful  men  is  shown, 

And  peace  on  earth  is  given ; 
For  lo,  the  incarnate  Saviour  comes 
With  messages  from  heaven. 


Justice  and  grace,  with  sweet  accord, 

His  rising  beams  adorn; 
Let  heaven  and  earth  in  concert  join, 

To  us  a  Child  is  born. 

Glory  to  God  in  highest  strains, 
In  highest  worlds  be  paid ; 

His  glory  by  our  lips  proclaimed, 
And  by  our  lives  displayed. 
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F.  A.  J.  IlERVET. 


1.  Brightest  and  heel  of  the  sons  of  the  morn  -  ing,  Dawn  on  our  dark-nees  and  lend  us  Thine  aid 
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Star    of    the  East,  the  ho  -  ri  -  zon    a  -  dorn  -  ing,  Guide  where  our  Infant  Re-deeni-er    is    laid. 
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111  Reginald  Heber. 

3  Say,  sliall  we  yield  Him,  in  costly  de- 
votion, 
Odors  of  Edom,  and  offerings  divinel 
( terns  <»f  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the 

ocean,  [the  mine  ? 

Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from 

LUTZEN.       C.  M. 
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1  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  < >blat ion, 
Vainly   with   u-ifts  would   His   favor 
secure : 
Richer,  by  far,  is  the  heart's  adoration; 
Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the 
poor. 

N.  Hermann. 

1.  We  may  not  climb  the  heavcnlv  steeps.  In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  deeps, 

To  bring  the  Lord  Christ  down  ;  For  Sim  no  depths  can  drown. 
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112  Edward  Denny. 

2  Forever  on  Thy  burdened  heart 

A  weight  of  sorrow  hung; 
Yet  no  ungentle,  murmuring  word 
Escaped  Thy  silent  tongue. 

3  Thy  foes  might  hate,  despise,  revile, 

Thy  friends  unfaithful  prove  ; 
Unwearied  in  forgiveness  still, 
Thy  heart  could  only  love. 

4  0  give  us  hearts  to  love  like  Thee, 

Like  Thee,  O  Lord,  to  grieve 

Far  more  for  others'  sins,  than  all 

The  wrongs  that  we  receive. 

5  One  with  Thyself,  may  every  eye 

In  us,  Thy  brethren,  see 
That  gentleness  and  grace  that  spring 
From  union,  Lord,  with  Thee. 


I 
all        Thy    life      and    death    of      woe ! 
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113  Tr.  by  J.  M.  Neaxe. 

1  O  Thou,  whose  name  is  "  God  with  us," 

For  Thou  with  man  art  one, 
And,  putting  on  his  flesh,  wouldst  save 
His  race  from  exile  lone  ! 

2  Not  as  a  king  Thou  com  est  now ; 

No  gold  Thy  throne  adorns; 
No  royal  crown  is  on  Thy  head ; 
Thine  is  the  crown  of  thorns. 

3  Thou  com'st  to  suffer  scorn  and  pain, 

To  die  upon  the  tree ; 
To  save  Thy  people  from  their  sins, 
And  make  us  one  with  Thee. 

4  O  make  us  one  with  Thee  below, 

In  heart,  and  will,  and  love ; 
And  make  us,  when  this  life  is  o'er, 
Still  one  with  Thee  above. 


114  John  G.  Whittieb. 

1  We  may  not  climb  the  heavenly  steeps 

To  bring  the  Lord  Christ  down ; 
In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  deeps, 
For  Him  no  depths  can  drown. 

2  But  warm,  sweet,  tender,  even  yet 

A  present  help  is  He ; 
And  faith  has  yet  its  Olivet, 
And  love  its  Galilee. 

3  The  healing  of  the  seamless  dress 

Is  by  our  beds  of  pain ; 


We  touch  Him  in  life's  throng  and  press, 
And  we  are  whole  again. 

4  Thro'  Him  the  first  fond  prayers  are  said 

Our  lips  of  childhood  frame  ; 
The  last  low  whispers  of  our  dead 
Are  burdened  with  His  Name. 

5  O  Lord  and  Master  of  us  all, 

Whate'er  our  name  or  sign, 
We  own  Thy  sway,  we  hear  Thy  call, 
We  test  our  lives  by  Thine  ! 
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1  1  D  William  Enfield. 

2  To  spread  the  rays  of  heavenly  light, 

To  give  the  mourner  joy, 
To  preach  glad  tidings  to  the  poor, 
Was  His  divine  employ. 

3  Lowly  in  heart  to  all  His  friends, 

A  friend  and  servant  found, 
He  washed  their  feet,  He  wiped  their  tears, 

And  healed  each  bleeding  wound. 

4  'Midst  keen  reproach,  and  cruel  scorn, 

Patient  and  meek  He  stood  ; 
His  fees,  ungrateful,  sought  His  life; 
He  labored  for  their  good. 

5  To  God  He  left  His  righteous  cause, 

And  still  His  task  pursued; 
With  humble  prayer,  and  holy  faith, 
His  fainting  strength  renewed. 

6  In  the  last  hour  of  deep  distress, 

Before  Ili>  Father's  throne, 
With  soul  resigned,  He  bowed,  and  said, 
"Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done." 

7  Be  Christ  our  pattern  and  our  guide, 

His  image  may  we  bear; 
O  may  we  tread  Hi^  holy  Bteps, 

His  joy  and  glory  share. 
1  1  D  Edward  Devny. 

l   A  I'n. mum  through  this  lonely  world, 
The  blessed  Saviour  passed ; 
A  mourner  all  \\\>  life  was  He, 

A  dying  Lamb  at  last. 


2  That  tender  heart  that  felt  for  all, 

For  all  its  life-blood  gave  ; 
It  found  on  earth  no  resting-place, 
Save  only  in  the  grave. 

3  Such  was  our  Lord  ;  and  shall  we  fear 

The  cross,  with  all  its  scorn  .; 
Or  love  a  faithless  evil  world, 

That  wreathed  His  brow  with  thorn? 

4  No;  facing  all  its  frowns  or  smiles, 

Like  Him,  obedient  still, 
We  homeward  press  thro'  storm  or  calm, 
To  Zion's  blessed  hill. 

11/  George  W.  Doane. 

1  Thou  art  the  Way  ;  to  Thee  alone 

Prom  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 

And  he  who  Would  the    lather  seek, 

Must  seek  Him,  Lord,  by  Thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth;  Thy  word  alone 

True  wisdom  can  imparl ; 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind, 
And  purify  the  heart. 

3  Thou  art  the  Life;  the  rending  tomb 

Proclaims  Thy  conquering  arm  ; 
And  those  who  put  their  trusl  in  Thee 

Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way.  the  Truth,  the  Life; 

<  ■rant  us  that  Way  to  know, 

That  Truth  to  keep,  thai  life  to  win, 

Whose  joys  eternal  tlow. 
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Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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That  lit   Thy  lone  -  ly    path  -  way,  trod 
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In  wondrous  love,   0      Son     of      God. 


llo  Arthur  C.  Coxe. 

1  How  beauteous  were  the  marks  divine, 
That  in  Thy  meekness  used  to  shine, 
That  lit  Thy  lonely  pathway,  trod 

In  wondrous  love,  0  Son  of  God ! 

2  0  who  like  Thee,  so  mild,  so  bright, 
Thou  Son  of  Man,  Thou  Light  of  Light, 
O'who  like  Thee  did  ever  go 

So  patient,  through  a  world  of  woe  ? 

3  O  who  like  Thee,  so  humbly  bore 
The  scorn,  the  scoffs  of  men,  before  ? 
So  meek,  forgiving,  godlike,  high, 
So  glorious  in  humility  ? 

4  And  death,  that  sets  the  prisoner  free, 
Was  pang,  and  scoff,  and  scorn  to  Thee  ; 
Yet  love  through  all  Thy  torture  glowed, 
And  mercy  with  Thy  life-blood  flowed. 

5  0  wondrous  Lord !  my  soul  would  be 
Still  more  and  more  conformed  to  Thee, 
And  learn  of  Thee,  the  lowly  One, 
And  like  Thee,  all  my  journey  run. 

1  1  <J  James  Montgomery. 

1  The  morning  dawns  upon  the  place 
Where  Jesus  spent  the  night  in  prayer ; 
Thro'  yielding  glooms  behold  His  face, 
Nor  form,  nor  comeliness  is  there. 

2  Brought  forth  to    judgment,  now   He 

stands 
Arraigned,  condemned,  at  Pilate's  bar  ; 
Here,  spurned  by  fierce  prastorian  bands, 
There,  mocked  by  Herod's  men  of  war. 


3  He  bears  their  buffeting  and  scorn, 
Mock-homage  of  the  lip,  the  knee, 
The  purple  robe,  the  crown  of  thorn, 
The  scourge,  the  nail,  the  accursed  tree. 

4  No  guile  within  His  mouth  is  found; 
He  neither  threatens,  nor  complains ; 
Meek  as  a  lamb,  for  slaughter  bound, 
Dumb  'midst  His  murderers  he  remains. 

5  But  hark  !  He  prays ;  'tis  for  His  foes ; 
He  speaks,  'tis  comfort  to  His  friends; 
Answers,  and  paradise  bestows; 

He  bows  His  head,  the  conflict  ends. 

1  a  0  Isaac  Watts. 

1  My  dear  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord, 
I  read  my  duty  in  Thy  Word ; 
But  in  Thy  life  the  law  appears, 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

2  Such  was  Thy  truth,  and  such  Thy  zeal, 
Such  deference  to  Thy  Father's  will, 
Such  love,  and  meekness  so  divine, 

I  would  transcribe  and  make  them  mine. 

3  Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervor  of  Thy  prayer ; 
The  desert  Thy  temptations  knew, 
Thy  conflict  and  Thy  victory  too. 

4  Be  Thou  my  pattern ;  may  I  bear 
More  of  Thy  gracious  image  here ; 
Then    God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my 

name 
Among  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 
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121  I9aac  Watts. 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 

He  groaned  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  !  grace  unknown, 
And  love  beyond  degree  ! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide, 

And  shut  his  glories  in, 
When  Christ,  the  mighty  Saviour,  died 
For  man  the  creature's  sin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face, 

While  His  dear  cross  appears, 
Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owr  ; 
Here,  Lord,  T  give  myself  away; 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

122  Edward  Denny. 

1  To  Calvary,  Lord,  in  spirit  now, 

Our  weary  souls  repair, 
To  dwell  upon  Thy  dying  love, 
And  taste  its  sweetness  there. 

2  Sweet  resting-place  of  every  heart 

That  feels  the  plague  of  sin, 

Yet   know-  that  dee])  iuv-4 er'n »us  joy, 

The  peace  of  God  within. 

3  Dear     raftering     Lamb,    Thy     bleeding 

With  COrds  of  love  divine,     [wounds, 

Save  drawn  oar  willing  hearts  to  Thee, 

And  linked  our  life  with  Thine. 


4  Thy  sympathies  and  hopes  are  ours; 

]  tear  Lord,  we  wait  to  see 
Creation,  all  below,  above, 

Redeemed  and  blest  by  Thee. 

5  Our  longing  eyes  would  fain  behold 

That  bright  and  blessed  brow, 
Once  wrong  with  bitt'rest  anguish,  wear 
Its  crown  of  glory  now. 

123  Rat  Palmeb. 

1  O  Jesus,  sweet  the  tears  I  shed, 

While  at  Thy  cross  1  kneel, 
Gaze  on  Thy  wounded,  fainting  head, 
And  all  Thy  sorrows  feel. 

2  My  heart  dissolves  to  sec  Thee  bleed, 

This  heart  so  hard  before, 
I  hear  Thee  for  the  guilty  plead, 
And  grief  o'erflows  the  more. 

3  'Twas  for  the  sinful  Thou  didst  die, 

And  I  a  sinner  stand  : 
\\  hat  love  speaks  from  Thy  dying  eye, 
And  from  each  pierced  hand. 

4  I  know  this  cleansing  blood  of  Thine 

Was  shed,  dear  Lord,  for  me  : 

For  me,  for  all,  0  grace  divine! 
Who  look  by  faith  on  Thee. 

5  O  Christ  of  Cod,  0  spotless  Lamb, 

By  love  my  soul  is  drawn  : 

Henceforth,  for  ever,  Thine  I  am; 

Here  life  and  peace  are  born. 
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J.  Nare*. 
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1/&4:  Phtlip  Doddridge. 

2  For  whom,  for  whom,  my  heart, 

Were  all  these  sorrows  borne  \ 
Why  did  He  feel  that  painful  smart, 
And  meet  that  various  scorn  \ 

3  For  us  He  hung  and  bled, 

For  us  in  torture  died  ; 
'Twas  love  that  bowed  His  fainting  head, 
And  oped  His  gushing  side. 

4  I  see,  and  I  adore 

In  sympathy  of  love  ; 
I  feel  the  strong,  attractive  power 
To  lift  my  soul  above. 

5  Drawn  by  such  cords  as  these, 

Let  all  the  earth  combine, 
With  cheerful  ardor,  to  confess 
The  energy  divine. 

6  In  Thee  our  hearts  unite, 

Nor  share  Thy  griefs  alone, 
But  from  the  cross  pursue  their  flight 
To  Thy  triumphant  throne. 


ISO  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 

On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

2  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 

Takes  all  our  sins  away  ; 
A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood,  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 

On  that  dear  head  of  Thine, 
While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

4  My  soul  looks  back  to  see 

The  burdens  Thou  didst  bear, 
When  hanging  0n  the  cursed  tree, 
,    And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

5  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove, 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice, 
And  siiio-  His  bleeding  love. 


lot)  Unknown. 

1  O  Christ,  our  ever  blessed  Lord, 

For  man's  transgression  slain, 
We  Thy  redeeming  love  record 
In  songs  of  thankful  strain. 

2  We  all  like  erring  sheep  had  strayed 

From  God  the  Father's  care ; 

The  guilt  of  all  on  Thee  was  laid, 

Our  burden  Thou  didst  bear. 


3  O  Christ,  be  Thou  our  present  joy, 

Our  future  great  reward ; 
Our  only  glory  may  it  be, 
To  glory  in  the  Lord ! 

4  0  may  we  through  Thy  cross  and  pain, 

With  all  who  Thee  adore, 
A  blessed  resurrection  gain, 
And  life  for  evermore. 
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CATON.       L.  M. 


E     MrLLER. 
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Winn  I       sur-vey    the  wondrous  cross    On  which  the  Prince  of    Glo  -  ry     died 
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My   rich  -  est  gain     I     count  but  loss,  And  pour  contempt  on      all       my  pride. 
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1  /&  7  Isaac  Watts. 

1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 
My  richest  gain  1  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 

3  See,  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His  feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  ; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  Borrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown? 

4  His  dying  crimson,  like  a  robe. 
Spreads  o'er  His  body  on  the  tree; 
Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe, 
And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me. 

5  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small  ; 

L'>\ e  bo  amazing,  so  divine, 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

128  William  w.  How. 

1  Loud  Jesus,  when  we  stand  afar 

And  gaze  upon  Thy  holy  cross, 

In   love  of   Thee  and  BCOIH  of  self, 

( )  mav  we  count  the  world  as  1"--. 

2  When  we  behold  Thy  bleeding  wounds, 
And  the  rough  way  thai  Thou  hast  trod, 
Make  as  to  bate  the  load  of  Bin 

That  lay  so  h<;t\y  on  our  God. 


3  0  Holy  Lord,  uplifted  high 

With  outstretched  arms,  in  mortal  woe, 
Embracing  in  Thy  wondrous  love 
The  sinful  world  that  lies  below  ! 

4  Give  us  an  ever-living  faith 

To  gaze  beyond  the  things  we  see; 
And,  in  the  mystery  of  Thy  death, 
Draw  us  and  all  men  unto  Thee. 

129  Thomas  Kelly. 

1  We  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  died, 
Of  Him  who  died  upon  the  cross; 
The  sinner's  hope  let  men  deride. 
For  this  we  count  the  world  but  loss. 

2  Inscribed  upon  the  cross  we  see, 
In  shining  letters,  "God  is  Love;" 
He  bears  our  sins  upon  the  tree, 
He  brings  us  mercy  from  above. 

3  The  cross!  it  takes  our  guilt  away; 
It  holds  the  fainting  spirit  up; 

It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day, 
And  Bweetens  i\cv\  bitter  cup. 

4  It  makes  the  coward  spirit  brave. 
And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  light; 
It  takes  its  terror  from  the  grave. 
And  gilds  the  bed  of  death  with  light; 

5  The  balm  of  life,  the  cure  of  woe, 

The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love, 
The  sinner's  refuge  here  below, 
The  angels'  theme  in  heaven  above. 
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INTERCESSION.      L.  M. 


Arr.  by  J.  B.  Dykes. 


Be  -  hold  the      sin    - 
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ldO  John  Fawcett. 

1  Behold  the  sin-atoning  Lamb, 

With  wonder,  gratitude  and  love ; 
To  take  away  our  guilt  and  shame, 
See  Him  descending  from  above. 

2  Our  sins  and  griefs  on  Him  were  laid; 

He  meekly  bore  the  mighty  load ; 
Our  ransom-price  He  fully  paid,    [blood. 
In  groans    and   tears,  in   sweat   and 

3  To  save  a  guilty  world  He  dies ; 

Sinners,  behold  the  bleeding  Lamb  ! 
To  Him  lift  up  your  longing  eyes, 
And  hope  for  mercy  in  His  Name. 

4  Pardon  and  peace  thro'  Him  abound ; 

He  can  the  richest  blessings  give  ; 
Salvation  in  His  Name  is  found ; 
He  bids  the  dying  sinner  live. 

5  Jesus,  my  Lord,  I  look  to  Thee ; 

Where  else  can  helpless  sinners  go  ? 
Thy  boundless  love  shall  set  me  free 
From  all  my  wretchedness  and  woe. 

lol  HORATITJS  BONAB. 

1  Jesus,  whom  angel  hosts  adore, 

Became  a  man  of  griefs  for  me ; 
In  love,  though  rich,  becoming  poor, 
That  I  thro'  Him  enriched  might  be. 

2  Though  Lord  of  all,  above,  below, 

He  went  to  Olivet  for  me  ; 
There  drank  my  cup  of  wrath  and  woe, 
When  bleeding  in  Gethsemane. 


The  ever-blessed  Son  of  God 
Went  up  to  Calvary  for  me ; 

There  paid  my  debt,  there  bore  my  load, 
In  His  own  body  on  the  tree. 

Jesus,  whose  dwelling  is  the  skies, 
Went  down  into  the  grave  for  me ; 

There  overcame  my  enemies, 
There  won  the  glorious  victory. 

'Tis  finished  all ;  the  vail  is  rent, 

The  welcome  sure,  the  access  free ; 
Now  then,  we -leave  our  banishment, 


O  Father,  to  return  to  The( 


132 


Samuel  Stennett, 
"  'Tis  finished  !  "  so  the  Saviour  cried, 
And  meekly  bowed  His  head  and  died; 
"  'Tis  finished  ! "  yes,  the  race  is  run, 
The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won. 

'Tis  finished  !  all  that  heaven  foretold 
By  prophets  in  the  days  of  old  ; 
And  truths  are  opened  to  our  view 
That  kings  and  prophets  never  knew. 

'Tis  finished  !  Son  of  God,  Thy  power 
Hath  triumphed  in  this  awful  hour; 
And  vet  our  eyes  with  sorrow  see 
That  life  to  us  was  death  to  Thee. 

'Tis  finished !  let  the  joyful  sound 
Be  heard  thro'  all  the  nations  round ; 
'Tis  finished  !  let  the  triumph  rise, 
And  swell  the  chorus  of  the  skies. 
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CRUCIFIX.      7.6.  D. 
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Greek  Melody. 
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O        sa  -  cred  Dead,  now  woun-ded.  With  Rtef  and  s-hame  M  eigh*d  down 
Now    scom-lul-ly    sur  -  round  -  ed   With  thorns,  Thine  on- ly  crown  , 


O  sa  -  cred  Head,  what 
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glo  -   ry,  What hliss  till  now  was  Thine  !  Wt,   tho' despised  and   go  -  ry,    I  joy    to  call  Thee  mine. 
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TOO  Bernard  op  Clairvaux: 

_loo  Paul  Geruardt;  J.  \V.  Alexander. 

2  What  Thou,  my  Lord,  hast  suffered 

Was  all  for  sinners'  gain ; 
Mine,  mine  was  the  transgression, 

But  Thine  the  deadly  pain; 
Lo,  here  I  fall,  my  Saviour ! 

'Tis  I  deserve  Thy  place; 
Look  on  me  with  Thy  favor, 

Vouchsafe  to  me  Thy  grace. 

3  What  language  shall  I  borrow 

To  thank  Thee,  dearest  Friend, 
For  this  Thy  dying  sorrow, 
Thy  pity  without  end? 

0  make  me  Thine  forever; 
And  should  1  fainting  be, 

Lord,  let  me  never,  never, 
Outlive  my  love  to  Thee. 

1«34  Arthur  T.Russell. 

1  O  Jesus,  we  adore  Thee, 

Upon  the  cross,  our  King ; 

EXPIATION.      S.  M. 


I      I 
We  bow  our  hearts  before  Thee ; 

Thy  gracious  Name  we  sing. 
That  Name  hath  brought  salvation, 

That  Name,  in  life  our  stay  ; 
Our  peace,  our  consolation, 

When  life  shall  fade  away. 

2  Ah,  Lord,  our  sins  arraigned  Thee, 

And  nailed  Thee  to  the  tree; 
Our  pride,  O  Lord,  disdained  Thee, 

Yet  deign  our  Hope  to  be. 
0  glorious  King,  we  bless  Thee, 

No  longer  pass  Thee  by  ; 
O  Jesos,  we  confess  Thee 

Our  Lord,  enthroned  on  high. 

4  Thy  wounds,  Thy  grief  beholding, 
With  Thee,  O  Lord,  we  grieve; 
Thee  in  our  hearts  enfolding, 

Our  hearts  Thy  wounds  receive; 
Lord,  grant  to  us  remission  ; 

Life  through  Thy  death  restore; 
Yea,  grant  us  the  fruition 
Of  life  for  evermore. 

J.  Barnbt. 


1.   Overwhelmed  in  depths  of  woe,  Hangs  the  Redeemer  of  mankind, 

Upon  tbetreeoffOOrn  With  racking  anguish  t<  rn. 
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CALVARY. 


8.7.4. 


S.  Stanley. 


1.  Hark !  the  voice    of    love    and    mer  -  cy   Sounds  a  -  loud  from  Cal  -  va  -  ry 
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See,      it    rends  the  rocks  a  -  sun  -  der,  Shakes  the     earth,  and  veils  the     sky  ; 
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is      finished  !"  "  It     is      finished !"  Hear  the  dy  -   ing   Sav-iour    cry. 
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ldO  Jonathan  Evans. 

2  "  It  is  finished  !  n  0  what  pleasure 

Do  these  charming  words  afford ! 

Heavenly  blessings  without  measure 

Flow  to  us  from  Christ,  the  Lord; 

"  It  is  finished  !  " 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 

3  Finished  all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law  ; 
Finished  all  that  God  had  promised; 


Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe ; 

"  It  is  finished  !  " 
Saints,  from  hence  your  comfort  draw. 

4  Tune  your  harps  anew,  ye  seraphs, 
Join  to  sing  the  pleasing  theme ; 
All  on  earth  and  all  in  heaven, 
Join  to  praise  Emmanuel's  Name ; 

Hallelujah ! 
Glory  to  the  bleeding  Lamb. 


lob  Latin:  Edward  Caswaix. 

2  See  how  the  nails  those  hands 

And  feet  so  tender  rend  ; 
See  down  His  face,  and  neck,  and  breast, 
His  sacred  blood  descend. 

3  O  hear  that  awful  cry 

Which  pierced  His  mother's  heart, 
As  into  God,  the  Father's  hands, 
He  bade  His  soul  depart. 

4  Earth  hears,  and,  trembling,  quakes 

Around  that  tree  of  pain  ; 


The  rocks  are  rent ;  the  graves  are  burst ; 
The  veil  is  rent  in  twain. 

5  Shall  man  alone  be  mute  ? 

Have  we  no  griefs,  or  fears? 
Come,  old  and  young,  come,  all  mankind, 
And  bathe  those  feet  in  tears ! 

6  Come,  fall  before  His  Cross 

Who  shed  for  us  His  blood ; 
Who  died,  the  atoning  Sacrifice, 
To  make  us  sons  of  God. 
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ROCK    OF    AGES.       7.  6  lines. 


R.  Redhead. 
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Rock  of  B  for    me,    Let  me    bide  myself    in     Thee  ;  Let  the     wa-teraudthe  blood, 
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From  Thy  riv-en  side  which  flow'd,  Be  of     sin  the  perfect  cure,  Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  pow'r. 
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±37  Augustus  M.  Toplady. 

1  Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee ; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 
From  Thy  riven  side  which  flowed, 
Be  of  sin  the  perfect  cure, 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  pow'r. 

2  ( Jould  my  tears  forever  flow, 
Could  my  zeal  no  languor  know, 

These  for  sin  could  not  atone; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone; 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring; 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  1  cling. 

3  While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  to  worlds  unknown, 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  clefl  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 


I      I      I 

138  T.  Hastings. 

1  Jesus,  Lamb  of  God,  for  me, 

Thou,  the  Lord  of  life,  didst  die; 
Whither,  whither,  but  to  Thee, 

Can  a  trembling  sinner  fly  ! 
1  death's  dark  waters  o'er  me  roll, 
Save,  0  save,  my  sinking  soul. 

2  Xever  bowed  a  martyr's  head 

Weighed  with  equal  sorrow  down, 

Never  blood  so  rich  was  shed, 

Never  king  wore  such  a  crown ; 
To  Thy  cross  and  sacrifice 

Faith  now  lifts  her  tearful  eyes. 

3  All  my  souk  by  love  Biibdued, 

Melts  in  deep  contrition  there  J 

By  Thy  might)  grace  renewed, 

New-born  hope  forbids  despair; 
Lor,],  Thou  canst  m\  guilt  forgive, 
Thou  hast  bid  me  look  and  live. 


TOPLADY.       7.  6  lines. 


Fine. 


T.  I1astinc.8. 

J).  C. 


1 .  Rock  of  aces,  clef!  for  me,  Lei  me  bide  myself  In  Thee  ■  Lei  the  water  and  the  blood,  From  Tin  ri 
d  ■     Be  of  sin  the  perfect  care,  Oleanee  me  from  Its  gnlli  and  pow'r.  [which  flow'd, 
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RATHBUN. 


8.7. 
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I.   CONKET. 
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1.    In      the  cross 
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1 0  t/  John  Bowring. 

2  When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me ; 
Lo,  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

3  When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 

GODRIC.      H.  M. 


Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 
By  the  cross  are  sanctified ; 

Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 
Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

J.  B.  Dykes. 
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clothes  th'  unrighteous  one  ;  The  love  that  blesses  us  be-low  Is    flowing  free-ly 
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14:0  HOUATIUS  BONAR. 

2  The  gate  is  open  wide. 

The  new  and  living  way 
Is  clear,  and  free,  and  bright, 
With  love,  and  peace,  and  day ; 
Into  the  holiest  now  we  come, 
Our  present,  and  our  endless  home. 


1—^1 — 1 — I— 

3  Then  to  the  Lamb  once  slain, 
Be  glory,  praise,  and  power, 
Who  died  and  lives  again, 
Who  liveth  evermore  ; 
Who  loved,  and  washed  us  in  His  blood, 
Who  made  us  kings,  and  priests  to  God. 
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CANTATE.       8.6. 
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W.  B.  Gilbert. 
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1.  To    Him  who  for    our    sins  was  slain,  To    Him    for    all  His   dy  -  ing  pain, 
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Sing  we.  Al  -  le  -  lu  -  ia  !  To  Him  the  Lamb  our  Sacri  -  fice,  Who  gave  His  blood  our 
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14:1  Episcopal  Hymnal. 

2  To  Him  who  died  that  we  might  die 

To  sin,  and  live  with  Him  on  high, 

Sing  we,  Alleluia  ! 
To  Him  who  rose  that  we  might  rise, 
And  reign  with  Him  beyond  the  skies, 

Sing  we,  Alleluia! 

3  To  Him  who  now  for  us  doth  plead, 
And  belpetb  us  in  all  our  need, 

Sing  we,  Alleluia! 

WINCHESTER.       C.  M. 


To  Him  who  doth  prepare  on  high 
Our  home  in  immortality. 
Sing  we,  Alleluia  ! 

4  To  Him  be  glory  evermore; 

Ye  heavenly  hosts,  your  Lord  adore; 

Sing  we,  Alleluia  ! 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Our  God  most  great,  our  joy,  our  boast, 
Sing  we,  Alleluia  ! 

English  Melody. 
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1.  A  -  wake,  glad  soul  !  a  -  wake!    a  •  wake  !   The  Lord  has 
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HAVERSTOCK.      7. 


J.  Neaxder. 
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Christ,  the   Lord,  is  risen  to  -  day,"  Sons  of      men  and   an  -  gels  say,  Raise  your 
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142  Charles  Wesley 

1  "  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  to-day/' 
Sons  of  men  and  angels  say, 
Raise  your  joys  and  triumphs  high ; 
Sing,  ye  heavens,  and  earth,  reply. 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Fought  the  fight,  the  victory  won  ; 
Jesus'  agony  is  o'er, 
Darkness  veils  the  earth  no  more. 

Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal ; 
Christ  has  burst  the  gates  of  hell ; 
Death  in  vain  forbids  Him  rise ; 
Christ  has  opened  paradise. 

Lives  again  our  glorious  King ; 
Where,  O  Death,  is  now  thy  sting? 
Once  He  died  our  souls  to  save ; 
Where's  Thy  victory,  O  grave  ? 

Soar  we  now  where  Christ  has  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head ; 
Made  like  Him,  like  Him  we  rise ; 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies. 
Hallelujah ! 


14:0  Charles  Wesley. 

1  Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise, 
Glorious,  to  His  native  ski es  ! 
Christ,  awhile  to  mortals  given. 
Enters  now  the  2;ates  of  heaven. 

2  There  the  glorious  triumph  waits ; 
Lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates  ! 
Christ  hath  vanquished  death  and  sin; 
Take  the  King  of  Glory  in. 

3  See,  the  heaven  its  Lord  receives ; 
Yet  He  loves  the  earth  He  leaves ; 
Though  returning  to  His  throne. 
Still  He  calls  mankind  His  own. 

4  Still  for  us  He  intercedes. 

His  prevailing  death  He  pleads, 
Near  Himself  prepares  our  place, 
He,  the  first-fruits  of  our  race. 

5  Saviour,  parted  from  our  sight, 
High  above  yon  azure  height, 
Grant  our  hearts  may  thither  rise, 
Following  Thee  beyond  the  skies. 


1 44  John  S.  B.  Monsell. 

2  The  shade  and  gloom  of  life  are  fled 

This  resurrection-day, 
Henceforth  in  Christ  are  no  more  dead, 
The  grave  hath  no  more  prey. 

3  In  Christ  we  live,  in  Christ  we  sleep, 

In  Christ  we  wake  and  rise. 
And  the  sad  tears  death  makes  us  weep, 
He  wipes  from  all  our  eyes. 


Then  wake,  glad  heart !  awake !  awake ! 

And  seek  thy  risen  Lord, 
Joy  in  Llis  resurrection  take. 

And  comfort  in  His  Word ; 

And  let  thy  life,  through  all  its  ways, 

One  long  thanksgiving  be, 
Its  theme  of  joy,  its  song  of  praise — 

Christ  died,  and  rose  for  me. 
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1.  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  a  -  gain  ;  Christ  hath  broken  ev  -  eiy  chain  ;  Hark  !  angelic 
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140  Michael  Wei^se  ;  C.  VYinkworth. 

2  He  who  bore  all  pain  and  loss, 
Comfortless,  upon  the  cross, 
Lives  in  glory  now  on  high, 

Pleads  for  us,  and  hears  our  cry. — Ref. 

3  lie  who  slumbered  in  the  grave 
Is  exalted  now  to  save  ; 

Now  through  Christendom  it  rings 
That  the  Lamb  is  King  of  kings. — Ref. 


ST.    ALBINUS.      7.8. 


Now  lie  bids  us  tell  abroad 
Eow  the  lost  may  be  restored, 
How  the  penitent  forgiven, 

How  we,  too,  may  enter  heaven. — R 

Thou,  our  Paschal  Land)  indeed, 
Christ,  t<»-<lay  Thy  people  feed! 
Take  our  sins  and  guilt  away. 
Let  us  sing*  by  night  and  day  ; — Ref. 
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146  C.  F.  Gbxxhbt:  F.  e.  Cox 

•i  Jesus  lives  !  henceforth  is  death 
Bui  the  gate  of  life  immortal ; 
This  shall  calm  our  trembling  breath, 
\\  hen  we  pass  it-  gloomy  portal. 
y,  Jesus  lives !  for  us  II«'  died  ; 
Then,  alone  to  Jesus  In  in'_r, 
Pure  in  hear!  may  we  abide, 
Glory  to  our  Sai  iour  gii  Ing. 


know,  Thou,  O  grave,  canst  not 
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1  Jesus  lives!  our  hearts  know'  well, 

Nought  from  us  His  love  shall  Rever 
Life,  nor  death,  nor  powers  of  hell, 

Tear  us  from  His  keeping  ever, 

5  Jesus  lives !  to  Bim  the  throne 
(  her  all  the  world  is  given  ; 
M :  i  \  we  go  where  He  is  gone, 

Reel  and  reiirn  with  II im  in  heaven. 
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ROSEDALE.       L.  M.  G.  F.  Root. 
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To  share  the    lot     of    fall  -  en   man,  And  change  our  darkness    in  -  to     day. 

r 


m 


tk 


p 


1 — r 

14:7  Llewelyn  D.  Bevan. 

1  O  blessed  Love  !  which,  from  the  throne, 
Hath  stooped  where  we  so  lowly  lay, 
To  share  the  lot  of  fallen  man, 

And  change  our  darkness  into  da  v. 

2  0  blessed  Life  !  which  ever  spent, 
In  love's  behest,  the  painful  hours, 
And  left  through  all  the  wilderness 
In  every  foot-print  heavenly  flowers. 

3  O  blessed  Cross !  where  dying  hung 
The  Love  and  Life  which  bled  for  man ; 
In  deepest  sorrow,  God  bereft, 

Still  finished  God's  high,  saving  plan. 

4  0  blessed  Throne  !  once  more  regained, 
Where  Love  and  Life  forever  dwell, 
Victorious  over  cross  and  death, 
Victorious  over  sin  and  hell. 

5  O  Love,  and  Life,  on  Cross,  on  Throne, 
Hear  us,  our  Saviour,  as  we  pray, 
Give  us  to  share  Thy  life,  Thy  love, 
And  by  Thy  cross  to  pass  to  day ! 

14:8  Sullivan's  Collection.    ' 

1  O  Jesus  !  crucified  for  man, 

O  Lamb  f  all-glorious  on  Thy  throne, 
Teach  Thou  our  wondering  souls  to  scan 
The  mystery  of  Thy  love  unknown. 

2  We  pray  Thee,  grant  us  strength  to  take 
Our  daily  cross,  whate'er  it  be, 

And  gladly  for  Thine  own  dear  sake 
In  paths  of  pain  to  follow  Thee. 
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3  As  on  our  daily  way  we  go, 

Through  light  or  shade,  in  calm  or  strife, 
O  may  we  bear  Thy  marks  below 
In  conquered  sin  and  chastened  life. 

4  And,  week  by  week,  this  day  we  ask 
That  holy  memories  of  Thy  cross 
May  sanctify  each  common  task, 
And  turn  to  gain  each  earthly  loss. 

5  Grant  us,  dear  Lord,  our  cross  to  bear 
Till  at  Thy  feet  we  lay  it  down, 

Win  through  Thy  blood  our  pardon  here, 
And  through  the  cross  attain  the  crown. 

149  C   S.   C'ALVEKLEY. 

1  O  Christ,  who  dost,  our  herald,  rise 
Into  the  mansions  of  the  skies, 

Call,  lift  us,  whom  Thou  here  dost  see 
Downcast  and  prostrate,  up  to  Thee. 

2  Make  us  to  haste,  with  purest  love, 
Unto  the  joys  that  are  above, 
Undreamed  of  by  the  earthly  mind ; 
Faith  can  alone  that  treasure  find. 

3  There,  the  reward  of  labors  past, 
God  gives  His  own  Himself  at  last ; 
Their  All  in  All  is  He,  to  bless 
Their  souls  with  perfect  happiness. 

4  Lord,  unto  Thee  this  day  we  cry ; 
Send  down  Thy  Spirit  from  on  high, 
To  guide  us  by  His  mighty  grace. 
To  Thy  most  glorious  dwelling-place. 
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1.  See !  the  Conqueror  mounts  in  triumph;  See  the  King  in  royal  state, Riding  on  the  clouds  His 


I       I       I 


_^^  u 1 — =z=    I    1     J ail. 

J    1   J .  4  Him  J  « M  j  J .  ns 


liis  h 


chariot     To    1 


m 


r.=3=f 


I  I 

eavenly  palace-gate  ;  Hark!  the  choirs  of  angel    voi  -  ces  Joy  -  ful 


pif  :  i  ir  iTTrf  fft  'ti:# 

1      1      1      1  1       u     I       I       '  • 


a 


r-rr^ 


£piP3 


■#T 


-# H- 


hal-le  •  lu-jahs  sing,  And  the  portals  high  are  lifted,  To  receive  their  heavenly  King. 
m  '  -      JTi  +.      \     +.    jl    *.-  m       \ 

15*3=*- 


pytif  f 'firrriJirf  f  fipi 


1 0  0  Christopher  Wordsworth. 

2  Wlio  is  this  that  comes  in  glory, 
With  the  trump  of  jubilee? 
Lord  of  battles,  God  of  armies, 

He  lias  gained  the  victory  ; 
He  who  on  the  cross  did  suffer, 
He  who  from  the  grave  arose, 
He  has  vanquished  sin  and  Satan, 
He  by  death  has  spoiled  His  foes. 

TRIUMPH.      8.7.4. 
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3  Thou  hast  raised  our  human  nature 

On  the  clouds  to  God's  right  hand, 
There  we  sit  in  heavenly  places, 

There  with  Thee  in  glory  stand; 
Jesus  reigns  adored  by  angels, 

Man  with  God  is  on  the  throne; 
Mighty  Lord,  in  Thine  ascension 

We  by  faith  behold  our  own. 


H.  J.  Gauxtlett. 
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1.  Look,  ye  saints,  the  Bight  is  glorious,  See  the  Man  of  Sorrows  now;  From  the  light  returned  victorious, 
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ASCENSION    HYMN.      7.6.  10  lines. 


Henry  Smakt. 
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which  all  knees  shall  bow,  Of  things  in  earth  and  heaven,  And  things  the  earth  below. 
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151  H.  Kynaston. 

2  Ho !  heavenly  warders,  glorious, 

Your  portals  lift  on  high ; 
The  King  of  kings  victorious 

Let  in  on  all  the  sky ; 
His  triumph  meritorious 

With  praises  magnify. 
To  Him  the  Name  is  given, 

At  which  all  knees  shall  bow, 
Of  things  in  earth  and  heaven, 

And  things  the  earth  below. 
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Who  is  this  King  of  glory, 

Who  comes  with  garments  dyed 
From  Bozrah's  wine-press  gory, 

And  Edom's  purple  tide  ? 
The  Man  whom  death's  dark  foray 

In  strength  divine  defied. 
To  Him  the  Name  is  given, 

At  which  all  knees  shall  bow, 
Of  things  in  earth  and  heaven, 

And  things  the  earth  below. 


lOo  Thomas  Kelly. 

2  Sinners  in  derision  crowned  Him, 
Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim  ; 
Saints  and  angels  crowd  around  Him, 
Own  His  title,  praise  His  name ; 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him ; 
Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 


3  Hark  !  those  bursts  of  acclamation  ! 

Hark  !  those  loud,  triumphant  chords ! 
Jesus  takes  the  highest  station ; 
O,  what  joy  the  sight  affords ! 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him, 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 
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lOO  Michael  Bruce. 

2  He  who  for  men  their  Surety  stood, 

And  poured  on  earth  His  precious  blood, 
Pursues  in  heaven  His  mighty  plan, 
The  Saviour  and  the  Friend  of  man. 

3  Though  now  ascended  up  on  high, 
lie  bends  on  earth  a  Brother's  eve; 
Partaker  of  the  human  name, 

lie  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

4  In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 
The  Man  of  sorrows  had  a  part; 
He  sympathizes  in  our  grief, 

And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 

5  With  boldness,  therefore,  at  the  throne, 
Lei  ns  make  all  our  sorrows  known, 
And  ask  the  aid  of  heavenly  power 

To  help  us  in  the  evil  hour. 


DALSTON. 


lo4:  Anne  Steele. 

1  When  sins  and  fears  prevailing  rise, 
And  fainting  hope  almost  expires, 
Jesus,  to  Thee  I  lift  mine  eye-: 

To  Thee  I  breathe  my  soul's  desires. 

2  If  my  immortal  Saviour  lives, 
Then  my  immortal  life  is  sure; 
HisWorda  firm  foundation  gives; 

Here  let  me  build,  and  rest  secure. 

3  Here  let  my  faith  unshaken  dwell; 
Immovable  the  promise  stands; 
Not  all  the  })()\vers  of  earth  or  hell 
Can  e'er  dissolve  the  sacred  bands. 

4  Here,  O  my  soul,  thy  trust  repose; 
If  Jesus  is  forever  mine. 

Not  death  itself,  that  last  of  f. 
Shall  break  a  union  so  divine. 


II.  J.  Gavntlett. 
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loO  Isaac  Watts. 

2  Great  Prophet  of  our  God, 

Our  tongues  would  bless  Thy  Xame ; 
By  Thee  the  joyful  news 

Of  our  salvation  carae  ; 
The  joyful  news  of  sins  forgiven, 
Of  hell  subdued,  and  peace  with  heaven. 

3  Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

Has  shed  His  blood  and  died ; 
The  guilty  conscience  seeks 


Xo  sacrifice  beside ; 
His  precious  blood  did  once  atone, 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

0  Thou  almighty  Lord, 

Our  Conqueror  and  our  Kino-, 

Thy  sceptre  and  Thy  sword, 
Thy  reigning  grace,  we  sing; 

Thine  is  the  power;  behold,  we  sit, 

In  willing  bonds,  beneath  Thy  feet. 


15^  Matthew  Bridges. 

2  Victor  o'er  death  and  hell, 
Cherubic  legions  swell 

The  radiant  train ; 
Praises  all  heaven  inspire ; 
Each  angel  sweeps  his  lyre, 
And  waves  his  wings  of  fire, 

Thou  Lamb  once  slain  ! 

3  Enter,  Incarnate  God ! 

No  feet  but  Thine  have  trod 
The  serpent  down ; 


Blow  the  full  trumpets,  blow, 
Wider  yon  portals  throw, 
Saviour,  triumphant,  go, 
And  take  Thy  crown. 

Lion  of  Judah,  hail ! 
And  let  Thy  Name  prevail 

From  age  to  age  ; 
Lord  of  the  rolling  years. 
Claim  for  Thine  own  the  spheres, 
For  Thou  hast  bought  with  tears 

Thv  heritage. 
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Alexander  Pirie. 


157 

2  Below  lie  washed  our  guilt  away, 

By  His  atoning  blood; 

Now  He  appears  before  the  throne, 
And  pleads  our  cause  with  God. 

3  Clothed  with  our  nature  still,  He  knows 

The  weakness  of  our  frame, 
And  how  to  shield  us  from  the  foes 
Which  lie  Himself  overcame. 

4  Nor  time,  nor  distance,  e'er  shall  quench 

The  fervors  of  His  love; 
For  us  He  died  in  kindness  here, 
Nor  is  less  kind  above. 

5  O  may  we  ne'er  forget  His  grace, 

Nor  blush  to  wear  His  Name; 
Still  may  our  hearts  hold  fast  His  faith, 
Our  mouths  His  praise  proclaim. 

158  Philip  Doddridge. 

1  Now  let  our  cheerful  eyes  survey 

Oar  great  High  Priest  above, 
And  celebrate  His  constant  care, 
And  BJ  mpathetic  love. 

2  Though  raised  t<>  a  Buperior  throne, 

Where  angels  bow  around, 

And  high  o'er  all  the  shining  train 

With  matchless  honors  crowned  ; 

3  The  names  of  all  His  saints  He  bears, 

Deep  graven  on  His  heart ; 
Nor  shall  the  humblest  Christian  say 
That  he  hath  lost  his  part. 


4  Those  characters  shall  fair  abide, 

Our  everlasting  trust, 
When  gems,  and  monuments,  and  crowns 
Are  mouldered  down  to  dust. 

5  So,  gracious  Saviour,  on  my  breast 

May  Thy  dear  Name  be  worn, 
A  sacred  ornament  and  guard, 
To  endless  ages  borne. 

159  Isaac  Wattc. 

1  With  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 

Of  our  High  Priest  above; 

His  heart  is  made  of  tenderness, 

His  bosom  glows  with  love. 

2  Touched  with  a  sympathy  within, 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame; 
lie  knows  what  sore  temptations  mean, 
For  lie  hath  felt  the  same. 

3  He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 

Toured  OUt  His  cries  and  tears; 
And,  in  His  measure,  feels  afre8h 
What  every  member  bears. 

4  He'll  never  quench  the  smoking  llax, 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame  ; 
The  bruised  reed  He  never  breaks, 
Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 

5  Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 

UN  mercy  and   His  power; 

We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 
In  the  distressing  hour. 


CHINGFORD. 
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160  Cecil  F.  Alexander. 

2  Thou  art  gone  in  before  us,  Lord, 

Thou  hast  prepared  a  place, 
That  we  may  be  where  now  Thou  art, 
And  look  upon  Thy  face. 

3  And  ever  on  Thine  earthly  path 

A  gleam  of  glory  lies ; 
A  light  still  breaks  behind  the  cloud 
That  veils  Thee  from  our  eyes. 

4  Lift  up  our  thoughts,  lift  up  our  songs, 

And  let  Thy  grace  be  given, 
That  while  we  linger  yet  below, 
Our  hearts  may  be  in  heaven ; 

5  That  where  Thou  art  at  God's  right  hand, 

Our  hope,  our  love  may  be ; 
Dwell  in  us  now,  that  we  may  dwell 
For  evermore  in  Thee. 

1  D  1  Thomas  Kelly. 

1  The  head  that  once  was  crowned  with 

Is  crowned  with  glory  now ;     [thorns 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 

The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  The  highest  place  that  heaven  affords 

Is  His,  is  His  by  right, 
"  The  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords," 
And  heaven's  eternal  Light. 

3  The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above, 

The  joy  of  all  below 
To  whom  He  manifests  His  love, 
And  grants  His  Name  to  know ; — 


4  To  them  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 

With  all  its  grace,  is  given ; 

Their  name,  an  everlasting  name, 

Their  joy,  the  joy  of  heaven. 

5  They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below, 

They  reign  with  Him  above ; 
Their  profit  and  their  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  His  love. 

6  The  cross  He  bore  is  life  and  health, 

Though  shame  and  death  to  Him ; 
His  people's  hope,  His  people's  wealth, 
Their  everlastino;  theme. 


Latin  Hymn  ■  J.  Chandler. 
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1  O  Christ,  our  hope,  our  heart's  desire, 

Redemption's  only  spring, 

Creator  of  the  world  art  Thou, 

Its  Saviour  and  its  King. 

2  How  vast  the  mercy  and  the  love, 

Which  laid  our  sins  on  Thee, 
And  led  Thee  to  a  cruel  death, 
To  set  Thy  people  free ! 

3  But  now  the  bonds  of  death  are  burst, 

The  ransom  has  been  paid ; 
And  Thou  art  on  our  Father's  throne 
In  glorious  robes  arrayed. 

4  O  may  Thy  mighty  love  prevail 

Our  sinful  souls  to  spare  ; 
0  may  we  come  before  Thy  throne, 
And  find  acceptance  there  ! 


ARIEL. 


THE     LORD     JESUS     CHRIST 
C.  P.  M. 


Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 
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163  Samuel  Medley 

2  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  lie  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

(  >f  sin,  and  wrath  divine  ; 
Td  sing  His  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all-perfect,  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

3  IM  sing  the  characters  He  l>ears, 
And  all  ilic  forms  of  love  He  wears, 

Exalted  on  His  throne ; 

HAVERGAL.      7.6.  D. 


In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  prais 
I  would  to  everlasting  day- 
Make  all  His  glories  known. 

Well,  the  delightful  day  will  conic 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  mc  home, 

And  I  shall  see  His  face : 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  Til  spend. 

Triumphant  in  His  grace. 

C.  W.  Bannister. 


£*£ 


-4 'it  0-0- 


1.  O  Saviour,  precious  Saviour, Whom  yet  unseen  we  love;  O  Name  of  might  and  favor  ,A11  other  names  above; 
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C.  S.  Heap. 
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1.  Sav  •  iour,  blessed  Sav  -  iour,    Lis  •  ten  whilst  we  sing, 
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GODFREY  THRING. 

Nearer,  ever  nearer, 

Christ,  we  draw  to  Thee, 
Deep  in  adoration 

Bending  low  the  knee ; 
Thou  for  our  redemption 

Cam'st  on  earth  to  die ; 
Thou,  that  we  might  follow, 

Hast  gone  up  on  high. 

Dark  and  ever  darker 

Was  the  wintry  past, 
Now  a  ray  of  gladness 

O'er  our  path  is  cast ; 


Every  day  that  passeth, 
Every  hour  that  flies, 

Tells  of  love  unfeigned, 
Love  that  never  dies. 

Onward,  ever  onward, 

Journeying  o'er  the  road 
Worn  by  saints  before  us, 

Journeying  on  to  God  ; 
Leaving  all  behind  us 

May  we  hasten  on, 
Backward  never  looking 

Till  the  prize  is  won. 


loo  Frances  E.  Havergal. 

2  0  Bringer  of  salvation, 

Who  wondrously  hast  wrought, 
Thyself  the  revelation 

Of  love  beyond  our  thought; — Ref. 

3  In  Thee  all  fullness  dwelleth, 

All  grace  and  power  divine ; 
The  glory  that  excelleth, 

0  Son  of  God,  is  Thine. — Ref. 


4  O  grant  the  consummation 
Of  this  our  song  above, 
In  endless  adoration, 
And  everlasting  love ; 

Ref. — Then  shall  we  praise  and  bless  Thee, 
Where  perfect  praises  ring. 
And  evermore  confess  Thee 
Our  Saviour,  and  our  King. 
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1.  Come,  let    us  sing  the  song  of    songs,  The  saints  in  heaven  be-gan  the  strain, 
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The  homage  which  to  Christ  belongs 


Worthy  the  Lamb,  for   He         was  slain 
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luD  James  Montgomery. 

l:  Slain  to  redeem  us  by  His  blood, 
To  cleanse  from  every  sinful  stain, 
And  make  us  kings  and  priests  to  God; 
M  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  He  was  slain  !  " 

3  To  Him  who  suffered  on  the  tree, 

( Mir  souls  at  His  soul's  price  to  gain, 

Blessing,  and  praise,  and  e-lory  be; 

M  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  He  was  slam  !" 

4  To  Him,  enthroned  by  filial  right, 

All  power  in  heaven  and  eartli  proclaim. 
Honor,  and  majesty,  and  might; 
"Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  He  was  slain!" 

5  Long  as  we  live,  and  when  we  die, 
And  while  in  heaven  with  Him  we  reign, 
This  song  our  song  of  songs  shall  be; 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  He  was  slain  !  H 

ID/  Rat  Palmer. 

1  <>  Christ,  the  Lord  of  heaven,  to  Thee, 

( llothed  with  all  majesty  di\  ine. 

Eternal  power  and  glory  be, 
Eternal  praise  of  righl  is  Thine  ! 

■_'  Reign,  Prince  of  life,  thai  once  Thy  brow 
f   1  tidsl  yield  to  wear  the  wounding  thorn  : 
Reign,  throned  beside  Thy  Father  now, 
Adored  the  Son  of  ( k>d  first-born  ! 

8  Prom  angel  hosts  that  round  Thee  stand, 
With  f«>rms  more  pun-  than  spotless  snow, 
Prom  the  bright  burning  seraph  band. 
Let  praise  in  loftiest  numbers  flow. 
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4  To  Thee,  the  Lamb,  our  mortal  son--. 
Born  of  deep  fervent  love,  shall  rise  ' 
All  honor  to  Thy  Name  belongs; 

Our  lips  would  sound  it  through  the  skies. 

5  "Jesus!" — all  eartli  shall  speak  the  word; 
"Jesus!" — all  heaven  resound  it  still; 
Emmanuel,  Saviour,  Conqueror,  Lord, 
Thy  praise  the  universe  shall  fill. 

lbo  Gregory  the  Great  :  Ray  Palmer. 

1  O  Christ,  our  King,  Creator,  Lord, 
Saviour  of  all  who  trust  Thy  word. 

To  them  who  seek  Thee  ever  near, 
Now  to  our  praises  bend  Thine  ear. 

2  In  Thy  dear  cross  a  grace  is  found, 

It  Hows  from  every  streaming  wound, 
Whose  power  our  inbred  Bin  controls, 
Breaks  the  firm  bond,  and  frees  our  souls. 

3  Thou  didst  create  the  stars  of  night, 
Yet  Thou  bast  veiled  in  flesh  Thy  light; 
Hast  deigned  a  mortal  form  to  wear, 

A  mortal's  painful  lot  to  bear. 

t    When  Thou  didst  hang  upon  the  tree, 
The  quaking  earth  acknowledged  Thee; 

When    Tliou   didst    there   yield    up  Thy 

breath, 

The  world  grew  dark  as  shades  of  death. 

.")  \ow  in  the  Father's  glory  high, 
( hreal  Conqueror,  no  more  to  die, 

l's  by  Thy  mighty  power  defend, 

And  reign  through  ages  without  end. 


ADORATION     AND     PRAISE. 
HEBER.      C.  M. 


G9 


EEg=g=g 


i 


G.   KlNGSLET. 


3  i  ij  ■ j  M 
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1  D  y  John  Newton. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And,  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Brother,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

4  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart, 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 
But  when  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 
I'll  praise  Thee  as  I  ought. 

5  Till  then  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath  ; 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  Name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

1/0        Bernard  of  Claervaux  ;  E.  Caswall. 

1  Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  Thee 

With  sweetness  fills  the  breast ; 
But  sweeter  far  Thy  face  to  see, 
And  in  Thy  presence  rest. 

2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find 
A  sweeter  sound  than  Thy  blest  Name, 
The  Saviour  of  mankind  ! 

3  O  Hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 

O  Joy  of  all  the  meek, 
To  those  who  fall,  how  kind  Thou  art ! 
How  good  to  those  who  seek ! 
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4  And  those  who  find  Thee,  find  a  bliss 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show  ; 
The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is, 
None  but  His  loved  ones  know. 

5  Jesus,  our  only  Joy  be  Thou, 

As  Thou  our  Prize  wilt  be  ; 
In  Thee  be  all  our  glory  now, 
And  through  eternity. 

1/1  Rat  Palmer. 

1  Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 

That  radiant  form  of  Thine  ; 
The  veil  of  sense  hangs  dark  between 
Thy  blessed  face  and  mine. 

2  I  see  Thee  not,  I  hear  Thee  not, 

Yet  art  Thou  oft  with  me ; 
And  earth  hath  ne'er  so  dear  a  spot, 
As  where  I  meet  with  Thee. 

3  Like   some    bright   dream    that   comes 

unsought 
When  slumbers  o'er  me  roll, 
Thine  image  ever  fills  my  thought, 
And  charms  my  ravished  soul. 

4  Yet  though  I  have  not  seen,  and  still 

Must  rest  in  faith  alone, 
I  love  Thee,  dearest  Lord,  and  will, 
Unseen,  but  not  unknown. 

5  When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal, 

And  still  this  throbbing  heart, 
The  rending  veil  shall  Thee  reveal, 
All-glorious  as  Thou  art. 
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W.  Shbubsole. 
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1/2  Edwabd 

1  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus1  Name  ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

2  ( Jrown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God, 

Who  from  His  altar  call ; 
Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

Ye  ransomed  from  the  fall ; 
JIail  Him,  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


CORONATION 


4  Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

5  Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  hall, 
To  Him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

6  O  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall ; 
"We'll  join  the  everlasting  Bong, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


Hold  en. 


All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  Name  1  Let  angels  prostrate  fall  !    Bring  forth  the  royal  di  -  a  -  dcin.  And 
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Crown  Him  Lord       of     all.   Bring  forth  the  roy-al   di   -    I  -  dcra,  And  crown  Flim  Lord      of  all. 
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sin  and  care  oppressed  ;  Lord,  send  Thy  promised  Comforter,  And  lead  us  to  our  rest. 
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JL  /O  Emma  Toke. 

2  Thou  art  gone  up  on  high ; 

But  Thou  didst  first  come  down, 
Through  earth's  most  bitter  misery 

To  pass  unto  Thy  crown  ; 
And  girt  with  griefs  and  fears 
Our  onward  course  must  be  ; 
But  only  let  this  path  of  tears 
Lead  us  at  last  to  Thee. 


ANN'S. 
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Thou  art  gone  up  on  high ; 

But  Thou  shalt  come  again, 
With  all  the  bright  ones  of  the  sky 

Attendant  in  Thy  train. 
Lord,  by  Thy  saving  power, 

So  make  us  live  and  die, 
That  we  may  stand  in  that  dread  hour, 

At  Thy  right  hand  on  high. 
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1.  We  sing  to  Thee,  Thou  Son  of  God,  We  praise  Thee,  Son  of  Man,  whose  blood 

-*  Fountain  of  life  and  grace ;  Redeemed  our  fallen  race. 
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John  Cennick. 
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2  To  Thee  all  angels  cry  aloud, 

Through  heaven's  extended  coasts; 
Hail !   holy,  holy,  holy  Lord 
Of  glory  and  of  hosts ! 

3  The  apostle's  glorious  company 

Thy  righteous  praise  proclaim ; 
The  martyred  army  glorify 
Thine  everlasting  Name. 


Throughout   the    world,   Thy  churches 
To  call  on  Thee,  their  Head,        [join 

Brightness  of  Majesty  Divine, 
Who  every  power  hast  made. 

Among  their  number,  Lord,  we  love 
To  sing  Thy  precious  blood ; 

Reign  here,  and  in  the  worlds  above, 
Thou  holy  Lamb  of  God ! 
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ZERAH.       C.  M.  L.  Mason. 
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I/O  Charles  Wesley. 

1  O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

My  great  Redeemer's  praise, — 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace ! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 
The  honors  of  Thy  Name. 

3  Jesus!  the  Name  that  calms  our  fears, 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease, 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears; 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  lie  breaks  the  power  of  reigning  sin, 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean; 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 

ORTONVILLE.       C.  M. 
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I/O  Isaac  Watts. 

1   Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 

With  angels  round  the  throne; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 

But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

'Worthy  the  Lamb  that  died,"  they  cry, 

"To  be  exalted  thus;1' 
"Worthy  the  Lamb,"  our  lips  reply, 

"  For  He  was  slain  for  us." 

Jesus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honor  and  power  divine; 
And  blessings,  more  than  we  can  give, 

Be,  Lord,  for  ever  Thine. 

Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 
And  air,  and  earth,  and  Beas, 

Conspire  to  lift  Thy  glories  high, 
And  speak  Thine  endless  praise. 

T.  Hastings. 
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1/7  James  G.  Deck. 

2  Such  was  Thy  grace  that  for  our  sake 

Thou  didst  from  heaven  come  down, 
Thou  didst  of  flesh  and  blood  partake. 
In  all  our  sorrows  one. 

3  Our  sins,  our  guilt,  in  love  divine, 

Confessed  and  borne  by  Thee, 
The  gall,  the  curse, the  wrath,  were  Thine, 
To  set  Thy  members  free. 


Ascended  now  in  glory  bright, 

Still  one  with  us  Thou  art ; 
Nor  life,  nor  death,  nor  depth,  nor  height, 

Thy  saints  and  Thee  can  part. 

Soon,  soon  shall  come  that  glorious  day 
"When,  seated  on  Thy  throne, 

Thou  shalt  to  wondering  worlds  display 
That  Thou  with  us  art  one. 


-L  /  O  Sajivel  Stennett. 

2  Xo  mortal  can  with  Him  compare 

Among  the  sons  of  men  ; 
Fairer  is  He  than  all  the  fair 
That  fill  the  heavenly  train. 

3  He  saw  me  plunged  in  deep  distress, 

He  flew  to  my  relief ; 
For  me  He  bore  the  shameful  cross, 
And  carried  all  my  grief. 

4  To  Him  I  owe  my  life  and  breath, 

And  all  the  joys  I  have ; 
He  makes  me  triumph  over  death, 
He  saves  me  from  the  grave. 

5  To  heaven,  the  place  of  His  abode, 

He  brino-s  my  weary  feet; 
Shows  me  the  glories  of  my  God, 
And  makes  my  joy  complete. 

6  Since  from  His  bounty  I  receive 

Such  proofs  of  love  divine, 
Had  I  a  thousand  hearts  to  give, 
Lord,  they  snould  all  be  Thine. 


1  *7  Q  Unknown. 

1  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives; 

He  lives,  who  once  was  dead ; 
To  me  in  grief  He  comfort  gives; 
With  peace  He  crowns  my  head. 

2  He  lives,  triumphant  o'er  the  grave. 

At  God's  right  hand  on  high, 
My  ransomed  soul  to  keep  and  save, 
To  bless  and  glorify. 

3  He  lives  to  fill  my  breast  with  love, 

With  joy  my  heart  to  feed ; 
He  lives  to  plead  for  me  above, 
To  succor  me  in  need. 

4  He  lives  that  I  may  also  live, 

And  now  His  grace  proclaim  , 
He  lives  that  I  may  honor  give 
To  His  most  holy  Name. 

5  Let  strains  of  heavenly  music  rise, 

While  all  their  anthem  sing 
To  Christ,  our  precious  Sacrifice, 
And  ever-living  King. 
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J.    ZUNDEL. 
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1.  Love  Divine,  all  love  excelling,  Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down;  Fix  in  us  Thy  bumble  dwelling, 
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All  Thy  faithful  mercies  crown  ; 
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loU  Cuarles  Wesley. 

2  Breathe,  0  breathe,  Thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast ; 
Let  us  all  in  Tliee  inherit, 

Let  us  find  Thy  promised  rest; 

Take  away  our  bent  to  sinning, 

Alpha  and  (  hnega  be, 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

3  Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  Thy  life  receive ; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave. 

HEBRON.       L.  M. 


Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 
Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above, 

Tray,  and  praise  Thee  without  Ceasing, 
Glory  in  Thy  perfect  Love. 

4  Finish  then  Thy  new  creation, 

Pure,  and  spotless  let  us  be; 
Let  us  see  Thy  great  salvation 

Perfectly  restored  in  Thee; 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place, 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 


L.  Mason. 
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J.  Lucas. 
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O  1  Thomas  Haweis. 

Though  on  our  heads  no  tongues  of  fire 

Their  wondrous  powers  impart, 
Grant,  Saviour,  what  we  more  desire, 

Thy  Spirit  in  our  heart. 

Spirit  of  life,  and  light,  and  love, 
Thy  heavenly  influence  give  ; 

Quicken  our  souls,  born  from  above, 
In  Christ  that  we  may  live. 

To  our  benighted  'minds  reveal 

The  glories  of  His  grace, 
And  bring  us  where  no  clouds  conceal 

The  brightness  of  His  face. 

His  love  within  us  shed  abroad, 

Life's  ever-springing  well ; 
Till  God  in  us,  and  we  in  God, 

In  love  eternal  dwell. 


lu^  Philip  Doddridge. 

1  Great  Father  of  each  perfect  gift, 

Behold  Thy  servants  wait ; 
With  longing  eyes  and  lifted  hands, 
We  flock  around  Thy  gate. 

2  O  shed  abroad  that  royal  gift, 

Thy  Spirit  from  above, 
To  bless  our  eyes  with  sacred  light, 
And  fire  our  hearts  with  love. 

3  Blest  earnest  of  eternal  joy, 

Declare  our  sins  forgiven ; 
And  bear,  with  energy  divine, 
Our  raptured  thoughts  to  heaven. 

4  Diffuse,  O  God,  those  copious  showers, 

That  earth  its  fruit  may  yield, 
And  change  the  barren  wilderness 
To  Carmel's  flowery  field. 


Oo  Simon  Browne. 

The  light  of  truth  to  us  display, 

That  we  may  know  and  choose  Thy  way  ; 

Plant  holy  fear  in  every  heart, 

That  we  from  Thee  may  ne'er  depart. 

Lead  us  to  Christ,  the  living  Way, 
Nor  let  us  from  His  precepts  stray ; 
Lead  us  to  holiness,  the  road 
That  we  must  take  to  dwell  with  God. 

Lead  us  to  heaven,  that  we  may  share 
Fullness  of  joy  forever  there ; 
Lead  us  to  God,  our  final  rest, 
To  be  with  Him  for  ever  blest. 


1  o4:  Tr.  by  Edward  Castvall. 

1  Come,  O  Creator-Spirit  blest ! 
And  in  our  souls  take  up  Thy  rest ; 
Come,  with  Thy  grace  and  heavenly  aid, 
To  fill  the  hearts  which  Thou  hast  made. 

2  Our  senses  kindle  from  above, 

And  make  our  hearts  o'erflow  with  love  ; 
With  Thine  unfailing  strength  refresh 
The  weakness  of  our  mortal  flesh. 

3  Far  from  us  drive  the  foe  we  dread, 
And  grant  us  Thy  true  peace  instead ; 
So  shall  Ave  not,  with  Thee  for  Guide, 
Turn  from  the  path  of  life  aside. 
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ZERVIAH. 


L.  T.  Down9. 


te^FF 

_J_ — l_ 

T^= 

-+- 

-* — 

=S]  -] 

H- 

-Tr- 

=t= 

— H- 

-4- 

— ^— h 

$3  *1  9  yn- 

Light     of 

life, 

ser  - 

-*— i 
"ft — 

n — 

aph 

-  ic    Fire, 

— # — 

Love 

-J 

di  - 

— j 

vine, 

=3= 

— #— 

Thy 

-  self 

— 0- 
im 

-  part  ; 

^*v*- 

-1 — 1_ 

1 

— i 1 

-i 

h2- 

-f- 

H— 

— P 

4±= 

— i — 

-t 

^ 

te=d 


i     r 


oE>=ya= 


E 


x=*z 


^ 


t>- 


m 

Ev  -  ery    faint  -  ing    soul    in   -   spire ;     En  -  ter      ev    -  ery    droop  -  ing  heart  ; — 


2=P 


*=*==* 1= 


PPP 


% 


fj^m 


loD  William  II.  Bathurst. 

1  Holy  Spirit,  from  on  higb 
Bend  on  us  a  pitying  t\  e  ; 
Animate  the  drooping  heart, 
Bid  the  power  of  sin  depart 

2  Light  up  every  dark  recess 
Of  our  heart's  ungodliness  ; 
Show  us  every  devious  way 
Where  our  steps  have  gone  astray. 

3  Teach  us,  with  repentant  grief, 
Humbly  to  implore  relict' ; 
Then  the  Saviour's  blood  reveal, 
All  our  deep  disease  to  heal. 

4  Other  groundwork  should  we  lay, 
Sweep  those  empty  hope-  away  J 
Make  US  feel  that  Christ  alone 


185  Charles  Wesley. 

1  Light  of  life,  seraphic  Fire, 

Love  divine,  Thyself  impart ; 
Every  fainting  soul  inspire; 

Enter  every  drooping  heart; — 

2  Every  mournful  sinner  cheer; 

Scatter  all  our  guilty  gloom  ; 
lather!  in  Thy  grace  appear, 
To  Thy  human  temples  come. 

3  Come,  in  this  accepted  hour, 

Bring  Thy  heavenly  kingdom  in; 
Fill  us  with  Thy  glorious  power, 
Set  us  free  from  all  our  Bin. 

4  Nothing  more  can  we  require, 

We  will  covet  nothing  less; 
Be  Thou  all  our  heart's  desire, 
All  our  joy,  and  all  our  peace. 

PARACLETE.     S.  M. 


Can  for  human  iru'ilt  atone. 


C.  Zeuner. 
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X.  Schneider. 
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Chase  the  shades  of    night    a  -  way, 


Turn  the  dark-ness  in  -   to    day. 
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1  O  7  Andrew  Reed. 

1  Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine, 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away, 
Turn  the  darkness  into  day. 

2  Holy  Ghost,  with  joy  divine, 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine ; 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart, 

Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heart. 

3  Holy  Spirit,  all  Divine, 

Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine, 
Cast  down  every  idol-throne ; 
Reign  supreme,  and  reign  alone. 


loo  John  Stoce^ib. 

1  Gracious  Spirit,  Dove  Divine, 
Let  Thy  light  within  me  shine ; 
All  my  guilty  fears  remove, 
Fill  me  full  of  heaven  and  love. 

2  Life  and  peace  to  me  impart, 
Seal  salvation  on  my  heart, 
Breathe  Thyself  into  my  breast, 
Earnest  of  immortal  rest. 

3  Let  me  never  from  Thee  stray, 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way, 
Fill  my  soul  with  joy  divine, 
Keep  me,  Lord,  forever  Thine. 


loy  Joseph  Hart. 

2  Revive  our  drooping  faith, 

Our  doubts  and  fears  remove, 
And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 

3  Convince  us  of  our  sin, 

Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood, 
And  to  our  wondering  view  reveal 
The  secret  love  of  God. 

4  'Tis  Thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 

To  sanctify  the  soul, 
To  pour  fresh  life  in  every  part, 
And  new-create  the  whole. 

5  Dwell,  therefore,  in  our  hearts, 

Our  minds  from  bondage  free ; 
Then  we  shall  know  and  praise  and  lov< 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee. 


190 


Oswald  Allen. 


0  Holy  Spirit,  come, 

And  Jesus'  love  declare ; 
O,  tell  us  of  our  heavenly  home, 

And  guide  us  safely  there. 

Our  unbelief  remove 

By  Thine  almighty  breath ; 
O,  work  the  wondrous  work  of  love, 

The  mighty  work  of  faith. 

Come  with  resistless  power, 
Come  with  almighty  grace, 

Come  with  the  long-expected  shower, 
And  fall  upon  this  place. 

We  know  Thou  hast  the  power, 
O,  let  that  power  be  shown  ; 

We  know  that  this  is  mercy's  hour, 
O,  make  that  mercy  known. 
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191  w.  w.  now. 

2  The  (  hurch  from  her  dear  Master, 

Received  the  gift  divine, 
And  still  thai  light  she  lifteth 

O'er  all  the  earth  to  shine. 
It  is  the  golden  caskel 

Where  gems  of  truth  are  stored, 
It  is  the  heaven-drawn  picture 

Of  Christ  the  Living  Word. 

3  It  float eth  like  a  banner 

Before  ( rod's  hosl  anfurl'd  ; 
It  shincth  like  a  beacon 

Above  the  darkling  world ; 
It  is  the  chart  and  compass 

That  o'er  life's  Barging  sea, 
'Mid  mists,  and  rocks,  and  quicksands, 

Still  guide,  < I  ( Ihrist,  to  Thee. 

4  0  make  Thy  Church,  dcai-  Saviour, 

A  lamp  of  burnished  gold, 
To  bear  before  the  nations 

Thy  true  light  as  of  old ; 
(>  teach  Thv  wandering  pilgrims 

By  this  their  path  to  trace, 
Till,  clouds  and  darkness  ended, 

They  see  Thee  fare  to  fare. 


19/3  JOSIAH  CONDER. 

1  The  heavens  declare  His  glory, 

Their  Maker's  skill  the  Bkies; 
Each  day  repeats  the  Btory, 

And  night  to  night  replies. 
Their  silent  proclamation 

Throughout  the  earth  is  heard 
The  record  of  citation 

The  page  of  nature's  word, 

2  So  pure,  so  Boul-restoring, 

1-  truth's  diviner  ray  ; 
A  brighter  radiance  pouring 

Than  all  the  pomp  of  day  : 
The  wanderer  surely  guiding. 

It  makes  the  simple  w  Lse  ; 
And,  e\  ermore  abiding, 

Unfailing  joy  supplies. 

3  Thy  Word  is  richer  treasure 

Than  lurks  w  ithin  the  mine  ; 
And  daintiest  fare  less  pleasure 

fields  than  this  food  divine, 

How  w  Lse  each  kind  monition  ! 

Led  by  Thy  counsels,  Lord, 
How  Bafe  the  Baints'  condition, 
How  vreat  is  their  reward  ! 
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Here  love  in    all    its      glo  -  ry    shines,  And  truth  is  drawn  in  fair  -  est    lines. 
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1  y  O  Benjamin  Beddome. 

1  God,  in  the  Gospel  of  His  Son, 
Makes  His  eternal  counsels  known  ; 
Here  love  in  all  its  glory  shines, 
And  truth  is  drawn  in  fairest  lines. 

2  Here  sinners,  of  an  humble  frame, 
May  taste  His  grace, and  learn  His  Name; 
May  read,  in  characters  of  blood, 

The  wisdom,  power,  and  grace  of  God. 

3  Here  faith  reveals  to  mortal  eyes 

A  brighter  world  beyond  the  skies; 
Here  shines  the  light  whichguidesour  way 
From  earth  to  realms  of  endless  day. 

4  O  grant  us  grace,  Almighty  Lord, 
To  read  and  mark  Thy  holy  Word ; 
Its  truths  with  meekness  to  receive, 
And  by  its  holy  precepts  live. 

194  Isaac  Watts. 

1  The  heavens  declare  Thy  glory,  Lord, 
In  every  star  Thy  wisdom  shines ; 
But  when  our  eyes  behold  Thy  Word, 
We  read  Thy  Name  in  fairer  lines. 

2  The  rolling  sun,  the  changing  light, 
And  nights  and  days,  Thy  power  confess '; 
But  the  blest  volume  Thou  hast  writ, 
Reveals  Thy  justice,  and  Thy  grace. 

3  Sun,  moon,  and  stars,  convey  Thy  praise 
Round  the  whole  earth,  and  never  stand  ; 
So  when  Thy  truth  began  its  race, 

It  touched  and  glanced  on  every  land. 
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4  Nor  shall  Thy  spreading  Gospel  rest, 
Till  through  the  world  Thy  truth  has  run ; 
Till  Christ  has  all  the  nations  blessed 
That  see  the  light,  or  feel  the  sun. 

5  Great  Sun  of  Righteousness,  arise, 
Bless  the  dark  world  with  heavenly  light ; 
Thy  Gospel  makes  the  simple  wise, 
Thy  laws  are  pure,  Thy  judgments  right. 

6  Thy  noblest  wonders  here  we  view 
In  souls  renewed,  and  sins  forgiven ; 
Lord,  cleanse  my  sins,  my  soul  renew, 
And  makeThy  Wordmy  guide  to  heaven. 

iyO  John  Bo-wring. 

1  Upon  the  Gospel's  sacred  page 
The  gathered  beams  of  ages  shine ; 
And,  as  it  hastens,  every  age 

But  makes  its  brightness  more  divine. 

2  On  mightier  wing,  in  loftier  flight, 
From  year  to  year  does  knowledge  soar; 
And,  as  it  soars,  the  Gospel  light 
Becomes  effulgent  more  and  more. 

5  More  glorious  still,  as  centuries  roll, 
New  regions  blest,  new  powers  unfurled, 
Expanding  with  the  expanding  soul, 
Its  radiance  shall  overflow  the  world, — 

4  Flow  to  restore,  but  not  destroy ; 
As  when  the  cloudless  lamp  of  day 
Pours  out  its  floods  of  life  and  joy, 
And  sweeps  the  lingering  mists  away. 
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196  Anne  Steele. 

2  Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

Exhaastlesa  riches  find ; 
Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant, 
And  lasting  as  the  mind. 

3  Here  the  Redeemer's  welcome  voice 

Spreads  heavenly  peace  around; 
And  life  and  everlasting  joys 
Attend  the  blissful  sound. 

4  O  may  these  heavenly  pages  be 

Our  ever  dear  delight; 

And  still  new  beauties  may  we  sec, 
And  still  increasing  light. 

5  Divine  Instructor,  gracious  Lord, 

Be  Thou  forever  near ; 
Teach  us  to  love  Thy  sacred  Word, 
And  view  the  Saviour  here. 

19/  Anne  Steele. 

1  Thou  lovely  Source  of  true  delight, 

Whom  I  unseen  adore, 
Unveil  Thy  beauties  to  my  sight, 
That  1  may  love  Thee  more. 

2  Tliv  glory  o'er  creation  shines; 

But,  in  Thy  sacred  Word, 

T  read,  in  fairer,  brighter  lines, 

My  bleeding,  dying  Lord. 

8  'Tis  here,  whene'er  my  comforts  droop, 
And  sins  and  sorrows  rise, 
Thy  love,  with  cheerful  beams  of  hope, 
My  fainting  heart  supplies. 


4  But,  ah  !  too  soon  the  pleasing  scene 

Is  clouded  o'er  with  pain  ; 
My  gloomy  fears  rise  dark  between, 
And  I  again  complain. 

5  Jesus,  my  Lord,  my  life,  my  light ; 

O  come  with  blissful  ray  ; 
Break  radiant  thro'  the  shades  of  night, 
And  chase  my  fears  away. 

198  John  Fawcett. 

1  How  precious  is  the  Book  divine, 

By  inspiration  given ; 
Bright  as  a  lamp  its  doctrines  shine, 
To  guide  our  souls  to  heaven. 

2  Its  light,  descending  from  above, 

( )ur  gloomy  world  to  cheer, 
Displays  a  Saviour's  boundless  love, 
And  brings  His  glories  near. 

3  It  shows 'to  man  his  wandering  ways, 

And  where  his  feet  have  trod  ; 
And  brings  to  view  the  matchless  grace 

Of  a  forgiving  (iod. 

4  It  sweetly  cheers  our  drooping  hearts, 

In  this  dark  vale  of  tears  ; 
Life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  imparts, 

And  quells  our  rising  fears. 

5  This  lamp,  through  all  the  tedious  night 

Of  life,  shall  guide  our  way, 
Till  we  behold  the  clearer  light 
Of  an  eternal  day. 
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m^ 


'-*■- 


i 


Thy  thoughts  are  here, 


^m 


m 


El 


— «■ 


^^be 


God, 


Expressed 


glli 


in 


words 

—JO. 


¥=? 


di    -  vine 


3^5 


:3 


tq=l 


-a 
-& 

The      ut    -  ter  -  ance    of    heaven  -  ly     lips         In    ev 

ty-      -&-       -0-       *,  . 


s 


*= 


IHC 


1  y  "  HORATITTS  BONAR. 

1  Thy  thoughts  are  here,  O  God, 

Expressed  in  words  divine ; 
The  utterance  of  heavenly  lips 
In  every  sacred  line. 

2  Across  the  ages  they 

Have  reached  us  from  afar ; 
Than  the  bright  gold  more  golden  they, 
Purer  than  purest  star ; 

3  Each  word  of  Thine  a  gem 

From  the  celestial  mines ; 
A  sunbeam  from  that  holy  heaven 
Where  holy  sunlight  shines. 
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4  Thine,  Thine  this  Book,  though  given 

In  man's  poor  human  speech, 
Telling  of  things  unseen,  unheard, 
Beyond  all  human  reach. 

5  Against  this  sea-swept  rock, 

Ten  thousand  storms  their  will 
Of  foam  and  rage  have  wildly  spent ; 
It  lifts  its  calm  face  still. 

6  It  standeth  and  will  stand, 

Unmarked  by  change  or  age, 
The  word  of  majesty  and  light, 
The  Church's  heritage. 


200  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Laden  with  guilt,  and  full  of  fears, 

I  fly  to  Thee  my  Lord, 
And  not  a  glimpse  of  hope  appears, 
But  in  Thy  written  Word. 

2  Here  consecrated  water  flows, 

To  quench  my  thirst  of  sin ; 
Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows, 
Nor  danger  dwells  therein. 

3  This  is  the  field  where  hidden  lies 

The  pearl  of  price  unknown  ; 
That  merchant  is  divinely  wise, 
Who  makes  the  pearl  his  own. 

4  O  may  Thy  counsels,  mighty  God, 

My  roving  feet  command  ; 
Nor  I  forsake  the  happy  road, 
That  leads  to  Thy  right  hand. 


/&  U  J.  Bernard  Barton. 

1  Lamp  of  our  feet,  whereby  we  trace 

Our  path  when  wont  to  stray ; 
Stream  from  the  Fount  of  heavenly  grace, 
Brook  by  the  traveler's  way ; 

2  Bread  of  our  souls,  whereon  we  feed, 

True  manna  from  on  high ; 
Our  guide  and  chart,  wherein  we  read 
Of  realms  beyond  the  sky ; 

3  Word  of  the  everlasting  God, 

Will  of  His  glorious  Son ; 
Without  Thee  how  could  earth  be  trod, 
Or  heaven  itself  be  won  ? 

4  Lord,  grant  us  all  aright  to  learn 

The  wisdom  it  imparts ; 
And  to  its  heavenly  teaching  turn, 
With  simple,  child-like  hearts. 
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C.  T.  La  Trobe. 


Pacing  onward,  quickly  passing;  Yes,  but  whither,  whither  bound?  Is  it  to   the  ma-ny  mansions, 
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Where  e  -  ter  -  rial  rest  is  found  ?  Passing  onward,  Passing  onward,  Yes,  but  whither,  whither  bound  ? 

-  r*,  n  n 


Fh 


rffl  1  if  j   fW 


&\J  &  Unknown. 

2  1  taring  onward,  quickly  passing, 

Nought  the  wheels  of  time  can  stay  ; 
Sweet  the  thought,  that  sonic  are  going 
To  the  realms  of  perfect  day, 

Passing  onward — 
( Jhriat  their  Leader,  Christ  their  Way. 

3  Passing  onward,  quickly  passing, 

Many  in  the  downward  road; 
Careless  of  their  souls  immortal, 


UTICA.      7.6.  D 


Heeding  not  the  call  of  God, 

Passing  onward — 
Slighting  still  the  Saviour's  blood. 

4  Passing  onward,  quickly  passing, 
Time  its  course  will  quickly  run  ; 
Still  we  hear  the  fond  entreaty 
Of  the  ever-gracious  One, — 

( Some,  and  welcome, 
'Tis  by  Me  that  life  is  won. 

T.  Hastings. 


U  1  1LA.       7.0.   u.  T.  Hastings. 
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1. Drooping  souls,  no  longer  mourn,  Jesus  still  is  precious  ;  [Omit ]     If    to  Him  you 

D.  C.  Drooping  souls,  you  need  not  die;  Go  to  Him,  and  [Omit]  hear  Him. 
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1.  From  the  cross  up-  lift  -  ed  high,  Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die,  What  me-lo-  dious 
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sounds  we  hear,  Bursting  on  the  ravished  ear ! 
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Love's  redeeming  work  is  done,  Come  and 
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welcome, sinner, come;  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, Come  and  welcome, sinner, come. 
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&\J3  Thomas  Haweis. 

1  From  the  cross  uplifted  high, 
Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die, 
What  melodious  sounds  we  hear, 
Bursting  on  the  ravished  ear ! 

"  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come." 

2  "Sprinkled  now  with  blood  the  throne 
Why  beneath  thy  burdens  groan  ? 

On  My  pierced  body  laid, 
Justice  owns  the  ransom  paid ; 
Bow  the  knee,  embrace  the  Son, 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come  !  " 


"  Spread  for  thee,  the  festal  board 
See  with  richest  bounty  stored ; 
To  thy  Father's  bosom  pressed, 
Thou  shalt  be  a  child  confessed, 
Never  from  His  house  to  roam  ; 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come !  " 

"  Soon  the  days  of  life  shall  end ; 

Lo  I  come,  your  Saviour,  Friend, 

Safe  your  spirits  to  convey 

To  the  realms  of  endless  day, 

Up  to  My  eternal  home ; 

Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come  !  " 


204  Unknown. 

2  He  has  pardons,  full  and  free, 

Drooping  souls  to  gladden ; 
Still  He  cries — "  Come  unto  Me, 

Weary,  heavy-laden." 
Though  your  sins  like  mountains  high, 

Rise,  and  reach  to  heaven, 
Soon  as  you  on  Him  rely, 

All  shall  be  forgiven. 


Precious  is  the  Saviour's  Name, 

Dear  to  all  that  love  Him  ; 
He  to  save  the  dying  came ; 

Go  to  Him  and  prove  Him, 
Wandering  sinners,  now  return; 

Contrite  souls,  believe  Him ; 
Jesus  calls  you,  cease  to  mourn ; 

Worship  Him  ;  receive  Him. 
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CHILWORTH.       7.6.  D.  Jewbtt. 

1.  To-day  lii^  mercy  call-  thee  To  wash  away  thy  >\u  ;  However  great  tliy  trespass,  Whatever  thou  hast  been; 
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However  long  from  mercy  Thou  may'st  have  turn'd  away,  The  blood  of  Christ  can  cleanse  thee,  And  make  thee 
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2  To-day  the  irate  is  open, 

And  all  \\  ho  enter  in, 
Shall  find  a  Father's  welcome, 

And  pardon  for  their  sin. 
The  past  shall  be  forgotten, 

A  present  grace  be  given, 
A  future  joy  be  promised, 

A  glorious  ciown  in  heaven. 

COME,   YE    DISCONSOLATE. 


To-day  the  Father  calls  thee ; 

The  Holy  Spirit  waits ; 
The  blessed  angels  gather 

Around  the  heavenly  gates; 
No  question  will  be  asked  thee 

Why  thou  so  late  hast  come ; 

Although  thou  long  bast  wandered. 

There's  rest  for  thee  at  home. 


11. 10. 


S.  Webbe. 


1.  Come,  ye    dis-con-so-late,  wher-e'er  ye   languish;    Come  to  the  mer-cy- seat,   fer-  vently  kneel ; 


11  your  anguish,  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  heal. 


Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  youranguish,  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  Heaven  cannot  heal. 
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206  Thomas  Moore. 

2  Joy  of  the  desolate,  Light  of  the  Btraying, 
Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and  pure; 
Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  saying, 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  that   Heaven  cannot  cure. 

8  Here  see  the  Bread  of  Life;  Bee  waters  flowing 
Forth  from  the  throne  of  God,  pure  from  Above; 

C •  to  th«'  feast  of  love;  come,  ever  knowing 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  but  Heaven  can  remove. 


RAPHAEL. 
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E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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1.  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy,  Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore  ;  Jesus  ready 
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stands  to  save  you,  And  His  heart  with  love  runs  o'er  ;  He  is  able,  He  is  willing  ;  doubt  no  more. 
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Joseph  Habt. 


207 

2  Ho,  ye  needy,  eome,  and  welcome ; 

God's  free  bounty  glorify ; 
True  belief,  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  that  brings  us  nigh, 

Without  money, 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy, 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly-  dream  ; 
All  the  fitness  He  requireth, 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him ; 

This  He  gives  you; 
'Tis  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 

INVITATION.      8.5.8.3. 
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/aUo  Albert  Midlane. 

1  AVhv  those  fears,  poor  trembling  sinner  ? 

Why  those  anxious  gloomy  fears  ? 
Doubts  and  fears  can  never  save  thee, 
Life  is  never  won  by  tears ; 

'Tis  believing 
Which  the  soul  to  Christ  endears. 

2  Tears,  though  flowing  like  a  river, 

Never  can  one  sin  efface  ; 
Jesus'  tears  would  not  avail  thee, 
He  alone  can  meet  thy  case ; 

Fly  to  Jesus ! 
Life  is  found  in  His  embrace. 


A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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1.  Precious,  precious  blood,  of  Jesus,  Shed  on  Cal-va-ry  ;  Shed  for  rebels,  shed  for  sinners,  Shed  for  me. 


m 


4-J-- 


£EEF 


*-P- 


■»-   -w-   -w-     m 

■»- %■ -4—  #■    ■#- 


t=t 


n 


rr 


FF£* 


*-»-^ 


S: 


f 


^ 


/£\J*y  Fbances  R.  Havebgal. 

2  Precious  blood,  that  hath  redeemed  us ! 

All  the  price  is  paid ; 
Perfect  pardon  now  is  offered, 
Peace  is  made. 

3  Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesus, 

Let  it  make  thee  whole ; 
Let  it  flow  in  mighty  cleansing 
O'er  thy  soul. 


4  Though  thy  sins  are  red  like  crimson, 

Deep  in  scarlet  glow, 
Jesus'  precious  blood  can  make  them 
White  as  snow. 

5  Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesus, 

Ever  flowing  free ! 
0  believe  it,  0  receive  it, 
'Tis  for  thee. 
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1.  Re -turn,  O   wan  -  der  •  er,     re  -  turn,  And  seek    a     Fa  -  tber's  melting  heart  : 
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JIO  William  B.  Collter. 

1  Return,  0  wanderer,  return, 

And  seek  a  Father's  melting  heart; 
Whose  pitying  eves  thy  grief  discern, 
Whose  hand  can  heal  thine  inward  smart. 

2  Return,  0  wanderer,  return, 

He  heard  thy  deep  repentant  sigh, 
lie  saw  thy  softened  spirit  mourn, 
AVhen  no  intruding  ear  was  nigh. 

3  Return,  0  wanderer,  return, 
Thy  Saviour  bids  thy  spirit  live ; 
Go  to  His  feet,  and,  grateful,  learn 

How  freely  Jesus  can  forgive. 

4  Return,  O  wanderer,  return, 
And  wipe  away  the  falling  tear; 

'Tis  God  who  savs,  "  No  longer  mourn," 
'Tis  mercy's  voice  invites  thee  near. 
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EXPOSTULATION. 
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oil  Philip  Doddridgb. 

1  Why  will  ye  waste  on  trifling  cares 
That  life  which  God's  compassion  spares, 
While,  in  the  various  range  of  thought, 
The  one  thing  needful  is  forgot  ? 

2  Shall  God  invite  you  from  above? 
Shall  Jesus  urge  His  dying  love  ? 
Shall  troubled  conscience  give  you  pain  ? 
And  all  these  pleas  unite  in  vain  ? 

3  Not  so  your  eyes  will  always  view 
Those  objects  which  you  now  pursue; 
Not  so  will  heaven  and  hell  appear, 
When  death's  decisive  hour  is  near. 

•4   Almighty  God,  Thy  grace  impart ; 
Fix  deep  conviction  OE  each  heart  ; 
Nor  let  us  waste  on  trilling  cares 
That  life  which  Thy  compassion  spares. 

J.   HOPKINS. 
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1.    O  turn  ye,    O   turn  ye,   for  why  will  ve    die,  When  God  in  great  mcr-cy  is     com  -  ing 
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Now  Jc-hus   in-vit<n  you,  the  Spir  -  It  gays,  Come.  And an-gcle  are  wait-imj  to  welcome  you  home. 
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The  Spirit,  in  our  hearty, 

Is  whispering, 


L.  Mason. 


The  Bride,  the  Church  of  Chris),  proclaims, 
Sinner,  come  ;"  To  all  His  children, "  Come." 


212  H.  U.  Onderdonk. 

2  Let  him  that  heareth  say- 

To  all  about  him,  "  Come  ! " 
Let  him  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
To  Christ,  the  Fountain,  come. 

3  Yes,  whosoever  will, 

O  let  him  freely  come, 
And  freely  drink  the  stream  of  life ; 
'Tis  Jesus  bids  him  come. 

4  Lo  !  Jesus,  who  invites, 

Declares,  "  I  quickly  come ; " 
Lord,  even  so,  we  wait  Thine  hour; 
O  blest  Redeemer,  come ! 
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John  Dobell. 


Now  is  the  accepted  time, 
Now  is  the  day  of  grace ; 

Now,  sinners,  come  without  delay, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  face. 

Now  is  the  accepted  time* 
The  Saviour  calls  to-day  ; 

Pardon  and  peace  He  freely  gives ; 
Then  why  should  you  delay  ? 

Now  is  the  accepted  time, 
The  Gospel  bids  you  come ; 

And  every  promise  in  His  Word 
Declares  there  yet  is  room. 


214:  Josiah  Hopkins. 

1  O  turn  ye,  O  turn  ye,  for  why  will  ye  die, 
When  God  in  great  mercy  is  coming  so  nigh? 
Now  Jesus  invites  you,  the  Spirit  says,  "  Come," 
And  angels  are  waiting  to  welcome  you  home. 

2  How  vain  the  delusion,  that  while  you  delay, 

Your  hearts  may  grow  better,  your  chains  melt  away ! 
Come  guilty,  come  wretched,  come  just  as  you  are* 
All  helpless  and  dying,  to  Jesus  repair. 

3  The  contrite  in  heart  He  will  freely  receive, 

O  why  will  you  not  the  glad  message  believe? 

If  sin  be  your  burden,  why  will  you  not  come? 

'Tis  you  He  makes  welcome ;  He  bids  you  come  home. 

2  1  O  Thomas  Hastings. 

1  Delay  not,  delay  not;  O  sinner,  draw  near! 

The  waters  of  life  are  now  flowing  for  thee; 
No  price  is  demanded ;  the  Saviour  is  here  ; 
Redemption  is  purchased,  salvation  is  free. 

2  Delay  not,  delay  not;  why  longer  abuse 

The  love  and  compassion  of  Jesus,  thy  God  ? 
A  fountain  is  opened  ;  how  canst  thou  refuse 

To  wash  and  be  cleansed  in  His  pardoning  blood  ? 

3  Delay  not,  delay  not,  0  sinner,  to  come! 

For  Mercy  still  lingers,  and  calls  thee  to-day ; 

Her  voice  is  not  heard  in  the  shades  of  the  tomb ; 

Her  message,  unheeded,  will  soon  pass  away. 
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216         Stephen  op  St.  Sabas  ;  J.  M.  Neaxe. 

2  J  lath  He  marks  to  lead  me  to  Him, 

If  lie  be  my  Guide! 
"In  His  feet  and  hands  are  wound-prints ; 
And  His  side." 

3  Is  there  diadem,  as  Monarch, 

That  His  brow  adorns? 
"Yea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety, 
But  of  thorns." 

4  If  I  find  Him,  if  I  follow, 

What  His  guerdon  here? 
"Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  labor, 
Many  a  tear." 
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5  If  I  still  h<>ld  closely  to  Him, 

What  hath  He  at  last  '. 
"Sorrow  vanquished,  labor  ended, 
Jordan  passed." 

6  If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me, 

Will  He  say  me  nay  '. 
'•Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven, 
Pass  away." 

7  Finding,  following,  keeping,  struggling;, 

Is  He  sure  to  bless  I 
"Saints,  apostles,  prophets,  martyrs, 
Answer,  ies."  % 

L.  Mason. 
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J17  Thomas  Hastings. 

1    To-D.w  the  Saviour  calls; 

Ye  wanderers,  come  ! 
0,  ye  benighted  souls, 
Why  longer  roam  I 

S  To-daj  the  Saviour  calls; 
I  >.  listen  now  ! 
Within  these  sacred  walla 

TO  JC8Ufl  bow. 
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3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls; 

For  refuge  fly ; 

The  storm  of  justice  falls, 

And  death  is  nigh. 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day; 

Vield  to  His  power; 
0,  crrieve  Him  nol  away ; 
'Tls  mercy's  hour. 
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J3  1  O  James  D.  Burns. 

2  In  my  darkness  and  my  grief, 
"With  my  heart  of  unbelief, 

I,  who  am  of  sinners  chief, 
Jesus,  lift  to  Thee  mine  eye. 

3  Foes  without  and  fears  within, 
With  no  plea  Thy  grace  to  win, 
But  that  Thou  canst  save  from  sin, 

Jesus,  to  Thy  cross  I  fly. 
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There  on  Thee  I  cast  my  care, 
There  to  Thee  I  raise  my  prayer, 
Jesus,  save  me  from  despair ; 
Save  me,  save  me,  or  I  die. 

"When  the  storms  of  trial  lower, 
"When  I  feel  temptation's  power, 
In  the  last  and  darkest  hour, 
Jesus,  Saviour,  be  Thou  nigh. 


Thy  pardoning  grace  is      rich  and  free  ;    O 
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<y  iy  Cornelius  Elven. 

2  I  smite  upon  my  troubled  breast, 
With  deep  and  conscious  guilt  opprest, 
Christ  and  His  cross  my  only  plea; 

0  God,  be  merciful  to  inc. 

3  Far  off  I  stand  with  tearful  eyes, 
Nor  dare  uplift  them  to  the  skies ; 


But  Thou  dost  all  my  anguish  see 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me. 

Nor  alms,  nor  deeds  that  I  have  done, 
Can  for  a  single  sin  atone ; 
To  Calvary  alone  I  flee ; 
O  God,  be  merciful  to  me. 
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H.  G.  Naegeli. 


1.  0      where  shall      rest      be    found 
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220  James  Montgomery. 

2  The  world  can  never  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh  ; 
Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live, 
Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

3  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 

There  is  a  life  above, 
Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years; 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 

4  There  is  a  death  whose  pang 

(  tatlasts  the  fleeting  breath  ; 
0  what  eternal  horrors  bang 
Around  the  second  death  ! 

5  Lord  God  of  truth  and  grace, 

Teach  na  that  death  to  shun; 
Lest  we  be  banished  from  Thy  face, 
And  evermore  undone. 

SUPPLICATION.      7.  3  lines. 


221  Benjamin  Beddome. 

1  Thou  Lord  of  all  above. 

And  all  beh.w  the  sky. 
Before  Thy  feet  I  prostrate  fall, 
And  for  Thy  mercy  cry. 

2  Forgive  my  follies  past, 

The  crimes  which  I  have  dene; 
O  bid  a  contrite  sinner  live, 
Through  Thine  incarnate  Son. 

3  Guilt,  like  a  heavy  load. 

Upon  my  conscience  lies; 
To  Thee  1  make  my  sorrows  known, 
And  lift  my  weeping  ej es, 

4  The  burden  which  I  feel, 

Thou  only  canst  remove ; 
Display,  0  Lord,  Thy  pardoning  grace, 
And  Thine  unbounded  love. 

A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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222  H.  W.  Baker. 

2  Out  of  the  deep  I  cry, 

The  woful  deep  of  sin, 
Of  evil  done  in  days  gone  by, 
Of  evil  now  within. 

3  Out  of  the  deep  of  fear, 

And  dread  of  coming  shame, 
From  morning  watch  till  night  is  near 
I  plead  the  precious  Name. 

4  Lord,  there  is  mercy  now, 

As  ever  was,  with  Thee ; 
Before  Thy  throne  of  grace  I  bow, 
Be  merciful  to  me. 

AAO  BeXJAMIX  Beddome. 

1  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep, 

And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry  ] 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst  forth  from  every  eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 

Angels  with  wonder  see  ; 


Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul, 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 

3  He  wept  that  we  might  weep ; 
Each  sin  demands  a  tear ; 
In  heaven  alone  no  sin  is  found, 
And  there's  no  weeping  there. 

£3  &*±  W.   A.   MtJHXEXBEBG. 

1  0  cease,  my  wandering  soul, 

On  restless  wing  to  roam  ; 
All  the  wide  world,  to  either  pole, 
Has  not  for  thee  a  home. 

2  Behold  the  Ark  of  God, 

Behold  the  open  door ; 
Hasten  to  gain  that  dear  abode, 
And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 

3  There,  safe  thou  shalt  abide, 

There,  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest, 
And  every  longing  satisfied, 
With  full  salvation  blest. 


o,oO  Godfrey  Thrixg. 

2  Fresh  the  wounds  that  sin  hath  made  ; 
Hear  the  prayers  I  oft  have  prayed, 
And  in  mercy  send  me  aid. 

3  Thou  the  true  Physician  art ; 
Thou,  0  Christ,  canst  health  impart, 
Binding  up  the  bleeding  heart. 


4  Other  comforters  are  gone  ; 
Thou  canst  heal,  and  Thou  alone, 
Thou  for  all  my  sin  atone. 

5  Heal  me,  then,  my  Saviour,  heal 
Heal  me,  as  I  suppliant  kneel; 
To  Thy  mercy  I  appeal. 
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Je  -  sus,     our   faint  -  ing    spir  -  its     cry,  When  wilt  Thou  show  Thy     face? 
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OoD        Bernard  of  Clairvaux:  R.  P.  Dunn. 

1  Jesus,  our  fainting  spirits  cry, 

Wlien  wilt  Thou  show  Thy  face? 
O  when  our  longings  satisfy, 
And  fill  us  with  Thy  grace  ? 

2  "We  sinners,  Lord,  with  earnest  heart, 

With  Bigha  and  prayers  and  tears, 
To  rl  bee  our  inmost  cares  impart, 
Our  burdens  and  our  fears. 

3  Thy  sovereign  grace  can  give  relief, 

Thou  Source  of  peace  and  light! 
Dispel  the  gloomy  cloud  of  grief, 
And  make  our  darkness  bright. 

4  Around  Thy  Father's  throne  on  high, 

All  heaven  Thy  glory  sings ; 
And  earth,  for  which  Thou  earnest  to  die, 
Loud  with  Thy  praises  rings. 

5  Dear  Lord  !  to  Thee  our  prayers  ascend ; 

(  >ur  eyes  Thy  face  would  see  ; 

O  let  our  weary  wanderings  end, 

(  >ur  spirits  rest  in  Thee. 

^o  /  Edward  Bickerstetu. 

1  0  Jbbi  s,  Saviour  of  the  lost, 

My  Rock  and  Biding-place, 

By  Btorms  of  sin  and  BOITOW  tost, 

I  seek  Thy  sheltering  grace. 

2  Guilty,  forgive  me,  Lord  !  I  crj  ; 

Pursued  by  foes,  I  come ; 
A  sinner,  save  me,  or  I  die — 
An  outcast,  take  me  home. 


3  Once  safe  in  Thine  almighty  anus. 

Let  storms  come  on  amain  ; 
There  danger  never,  never  harms; 
There  death  itself  is  gain. 

4  And  when  I  stand  before  Thy  throne, 

And  all  Thy  glories  see, 
There  shall  my  righteousness  alone 
13e  that  which  comes  from  Thee. 

228  Richard  Birnham 

1  Jesus,  Thou  art  the  sinner's  Friend; 

As  such  I  look  to  Thee  ; 
Now,  in  the  fullness  of  Thy  love, 

0  Lord,  remember  me. 

2  Remember  Thy  pure  word  of  grace, 

Remember  ( Jalvary ; 
Remember  all  Thy  dying  groans, 
And  then  remember  me. 

3  Thou  wondrous  Advocate  with  God, 

1  yield  myself  to  Thee  ; 

While  Thou  art  sitting  on  Thy  throne 
1  >ear  Lord,  remember  me. 

4  Lord.  I  am  guilty,  1  am  vile, 

But  Thy  salvation's  free ; 
Then  in  Thine  all-abounding  grace, 

I  tear  Lord,  remember  me. 

."»    And  when  1  close  my  eyea  in  death, 
When  creature-helps  all  lice. 

Then,  <  >  m\  dear  Redeemer  God, 
I  Dray,  remember  me. 
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E.   C  AS  WALL. 


Alas,  how  with  our  actions  all 

Has  this  defect  entwined  ; 
And  poisoned  with  its  bitter  gall, 

The  spirit,  heart,  and  mind ! 
Alas,  through  this,  how  many  gems 

Have  we  not  cast  away, 
That  might  have  formed  our  diadems 

In  everlasting  day ! 


3  Yet  though  the  time  be  past  and  gone ; 

Though  little  more  remains  ; 
Though  small  the  work  that  can  be  done, 

E'en  with  our  utmost  pains  ; — 
Still,  Jesus,  in  Thy  grace  we  try 

To  do  what  in  us  lies ; 
For  never  will  Thy  loving  eye 

The  humblest  work  despise. 


230  Matthew  Bridges. 

1  My  God,  accept  my  heart  this  day, 

And  make  it  always  Thine, 
That  I  from  Thee  no  more  may  stray, 
No  more  from  Thee  decline. 

2  Before  the  cross  of  Him  who  died, 

Behold  I  prostrate  fall ; 
Let  every  sin  be  crucified ; 
Let  Christ  be  all  in  all. 


3  May  the  dear  blood  once  shed  for  me, 

My  blest  atonement  prove, 
That  I,  from  first  to  last,  may  be 
The  purchase  of  Thy  love. 

4  Let  every  thought,  and  work,  and  word, 

To  Thee  be  ever  given ; 
Then  life  shall  be  Thy  service,  Lord 
And  death  the  o;ate  of  heaven. 
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But  there  no   e  -  vil  thing  may  find  a  home  ;  And  yet  I  hear  a  voice  that  bids  me  "  Come." 
2 


S.  J.  Stone. 
Sinful  I  am  ;  how  dare  I  hope  to  stand 
In  the  pure  glory  of  that  holy  land? 
Before  the   whiteness   of   that  Throne 
appear?  [me  near. 

Yet  there  are  hands  stretch'd  out  to  draw 

It  is  the  voice  of  Jesus  that  I  hear, 
His  are  the  hands  stretched  out  to  draw 
me  near, 

NAOMI. 


And  His  the  blood  that  can  for  all  atone, 
And  set  me  faultless  there  before   the 
throne. 

0  great  A.bsolver,grant  my  soul  may  wear 
The  lowliest  garb  of  penitence  and  pra]  er, 
That  in  the  Father's  courts  my  glorious 

dress 
May  be  the  garment  of  Thy  righteousness. 

Mason. 
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AO/O  Anne  Steele. 

e,  low  before  Thy  throne  of  grace, 
A  wretched  wanderer  mourn  ; 
Baal  Thou  not  bid  me  Beek  Thy  face? 
Hast  Thou  nol  said,  Return  ? 

3  And  shall  my  guilty  Pears  prevail 
To  drive  me  from  Thy  feet  I 
O  let  not  this  dear  refuge  fail, 
This  only  safe  retreat! 
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4  0  shine  on  this  benighted  heart, 

^\\  it h  beams  of  mercy  shine  ! 
And  let  Thy  healing  voice  impart 
A  taste  of  joys  divine. 

5  Thy  presence  only  can  bestow 

Delights  which  never  cloy; 
Jie  this  my  solace  here  below, 

And  my  eternal  joy. 
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233  Rat  Palmer. 

2  Fruitless  years  with  o-rief  recalling, 
Humbly  I  confess  ray  sin  ; 
At  Thy  feet,  0  Father,  falling, 

To  Thy  household  take  me  in. 
Freely  now  to  Thee  I  proffer 

This  relenting-  heart  of  mine ; 
Freely,  life  and  soul  I  offer, 
Gift  unworthy  love  like  Thine. 


RELIANCE. 


8.5.8.3. 


3  Once  the  world's  Redeemer  dying, 

Bore  our  sins  upon  the  tree ; 
On  that  sacrifice  relying, 

Now  I  look  in  hope  to  Thee; 
Father,  take  me  ;  all  forgiving, 

Fold  me  to  Thy  loving  breast ; 
In  Thy  love  for  ever  living, 

I  must  be  for  ever  blest. 

W.   S.   HOTTE. 


,     J  _J  N    _    l-J 


1.  I  am  trusting  Thee,  Lord  Jesus,Trusting  only  Thee  ;  Trusting  Thee  for  full  salvation,  Great  and  free. 
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/&u4:  Frances  R.  Havergal. 

2  I  am  trusting  Thee  for  pardon ; 

At  Thy  feet  I  bow, 
For  Thy  grace  and  tender  mercy, 
Trusting  now. 

3  I  am  trusting  Thee  to  guide  me ; 

Thou  alone  shalt  lead  ! 
Every  day  and  hour  supplying 
All  my  need. 


4  I  am  trusting  Thee  for  power ; 

Thine  can  never  fail ; 
Words  which  Thou  Thyself  shalt  give 
Must  prevail.  [me, 

5  I  am  trusting  Thee,  Lord  Jesus ; 

Never  let  me  fall  ! 
I  am  trusting  Thee  for  ever, 
And  for  all. 
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PENITENCE    AND     FAITH 


ENDSLEIGH 


S.  Salvatori. 

Fine. 


1. 


\  O  Je  -   sus,  Thou    art      stand  - 

J  In        low  -  ly     pa    tienoe    wait  - 

0.  O.     shnne, thrice  shame  up  -  on 
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side  the  fast-closed  door, 
pass  the  threshold  o'er; 
keep   Him  standing      there. 
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235  w.  w.  now. 

2  O  Jesus,  Thou  art  knocking; 

And  io  !  that  hand  is  scarred, 
And  thorns  Thy  brow  encircle, 

And  tears  Thy  face  have  marred; 
O  love  that  passeth  knowledge, 

So  patiently  to  wait! 
O  sin  that  hath  no  equal, 

So  fast  to  bar  the  gate  ! 

WOODWORTH.       L.  M. 


^J-f: 


3  O  Jesus,  Thou  art  pleading 
In  accents  meek  and  low, 
"I  died  for  you,  my  children. 
And  will  you  treat  Me  bo?m 
O  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow 

We  open  now  the  door ; 
Dear  Saviour,  enter,  enter, 
And  leave  us  nevermore. 

W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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am,  with -out   one  plea,  But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
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And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to  Thee,  O  Lamb  of    God,    I  come!     I  come  ! 


<yuO  Charlotte  Elliott. 

2  Josl  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not, 

To  rid  my  bou!  of  one  dark  blot,   [spot, 

To  Tier,  whose  blood  can    cleanse  e;teh 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

3  Jusl  as  I  am,  though  tossed  abonl 

With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 

Fightings  and  feara  within,  without, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  1  come  I 


4  Just  as  T  am,  Thou  wilt  receive, 
Will  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve; 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 

:>   Josl  Bfl  I  am.  Thy  love  unknown 

Has  broken  every  barrier  down  ; 

Now,  t<>  be  Thine,  yet,  Thine  alone, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  1  come  ! 
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J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  Lov-er      of    my   soul,  Let  me   to  Thy    bo-som  fly,  While  the  near  -  er     \va-  tera  roll, 

Sale   in  -  to     the    ha  -ven  guide 
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While  the  tempest  still  is     high  ;    Hide  me,  O   my    Saviour,  hide,  Till  the  storm  of  life  is   past ; 
O    re-ceive  my  soul  at     last. 


&<Dj  Charles  Wesley. 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee ; 
Leave,  ah !  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me ! 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

3  Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  I  want ; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find ; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 
Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 


Just  and  holy  is  Thy  Name ; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness ; 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin  ;    * 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound, 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  Life  the  Fountain  art ; 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee ; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Rise  to  all  eternity. 


MARTYN.      7.  D. 


S.  B.  Marsh. 
Fine. 


1  Fine. 
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1    j  Je  -  sus,  Lov  -  er    of    my   soul,        Let  me    to    Thy    bo  -  som         fly,    ) 
'  1  While  the  nearer  wa  .  ters    roll,     While  the  tern  -  pest  still      is         high  ; ) 


D.  c.  Safe   in  -  to    the    ha  -  ven  guide  ;      O    re  -  ceive  my  soul      at 
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D.  C. 


Hide  me,   O    my   Sav  -  iour,      hide,  Till  the  storm  of  life     be 


past  ; 
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PEMBROKE.     C.  P.  M. 


II.  J.  Gai-xtlett. 
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1.  Hark  !  how  theblood-boagbl  hosts  above  Conspire  to  chant  the  Saviour's  love  In  sweet  harmonious  strains! 
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And  while  they  b<  rike  their  golden  lyres,  This  glorious  theme  eachbosom  fires,  That  "Grace  triumphant  reigns  F 
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&OC)  John  Kent. 

2  We'll  join  the  Bong;  for  we  can  tell 
How  sovereign  grace  dissolved  the  spell 

That  kept  us  bound  in  chains; 
And  from  that  dear  and  happy  day, 
How  oft  we've  been  constrained  to  say 

That  "Grace  triumphant  reigns!  " 

3  Yes,  tho'  we've  strayed  like  saints  of  old, 
Grace  has  restored  us  to  the  fold, 

Ami  cleansed  our  crimson  stains; 

FAITH.      9.6.8.6. 


Tims  saved  by  grace  we'd  gladly  sing, 
Till  all  the  earth  and  heavens  ring, 
With  "Grace  triumphant  reigns!" 

4  When  called  to  meet  our  glorious  Head, 
That  perfect  love  shall  banish  dread, 
"Which  now  our  bouIs  Bustainsj 

And,  as  we  rise  to  endless  day, 
We'll  raise  our  voice,  and  boldly  sav, 
"Grace,  grace  triumphant  reigns!" 


fcr-- 


Fine. 


Arr.  from  Auber. 

S    B.C. 


.. 


By    faith  I  view  my  Sav-iour  dying,  On    the  tree,  on  the  tree  ;  I  He  bids  the  guilty  now  draw  near,  | 
To       ev-ery  na-tion  He    is  dying,  Look  to  Me]  look  to  Me  !  f  Repent,  believe,  dismiss  their  fear.  C 


D.  c.  Hark  !  hark  !  what  precious  words  I  hear,  Mer-cy's  free,  mercy's  free 


&Oz)  Richard  Jukes. 

2  Jeans,  the  Lord  of  life,  hath  spoken 
Peace  to  me,  peace  to  me ; 

Now  all  my  (•hams  of  sin  are  broken, 

1  am  free,  I  am  free; 
B  on  as  I  in  Bis  Name  believed, 
His  pardoning  grace  my  soul  received, 
And  was  from  Bin  and  death  retrieved; 

Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 


Long  as  I  live  Til  still  be  crying, 
Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 

And  this  shall  be  niy  theme  when  dying, 
Mercy's  free,  mercy's  free. 

And  when  the  vale  of  death  Pve  passed, 
When  lodged  above  the  Btormy  blast, 
I'll  sine;,  while  endless  ages  last, 
Mercy's  tree,  mercy's  free. 
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Spanish  Melody. 
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1      v 

(£i*±Sj  John  Windgrove. 

2  Once  with  Adam's  race  in  ruin, 
Unconcerned,  in  sin  I  lay ; 
Swift  destruction  still  pursuing, 

Till  my  Saviour  passed  that  way ; 
Witness,  all  ye  hosts  of  heaven, 

My  Redeemer's  tenderness ; 
Love  I  much,  I've  much  forgiven  ; 
I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 


STOCKWELL.       8.7. 


3  Shout,  ye  bright  angelic  choir ! 

Praise  the  Lamb  enthroned  above, 
While,  astonished,  I  admire 

God's  free  grace  and  boundless  love  ; 
That  blest  moment  I  received  Him 

Filled  my  soul  with  joy  and  peace ; 
Love  I  much,  I've  much  forgiven  ; 

I'm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

D.  E.  Jones. 
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1.  Saviour,  Source  of  every  blessing,  Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing, 

Tune  my  heart  to  grateful  lays  ;  Call  for  ceaseless  songs  of  praise. 
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»41  Kobert  Robinson. 

2  Teach  me  some  melodious  measure, 

Sung  by  raptured  saints  above ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  sacred  pleasure, 
While  I  sing  redeeming  love. 

3  Thou  didst  seek  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God ; 


t'mi  £\?  f  *  i  T  *  ei  iF»p»tC  u  9  w  1 1 ill 


Thou,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 
Didst  redeem  me  with  Thy  blood. 

4  By  Thy  hand,  restored,  defended, 

Safe  through  life  thus  far  I'm  come ; 
Safe,  O  Lord,  when  life  is  ended, 
Bring  me  to  my  heavenly  home. 
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J.    ZlXDBL. 
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1.  1  was  a  wandering  sheep,  I   did  not  love  the  fold;  I  did  not  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

D.  s.  I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice, 
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I  would  not  be  con-trolled  ;      I    was     a  wayward  child,   I    did   not  love  my  home, 
I  loved   a-far     to    roam. 


^4/0  IIORATIUS  BONAR. 

2  The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep, 

The  Father  sought  His  child, 
They  followed  me  o'er  vale  and  hill, 

O'er  deserts  waste  and  wild ; 
They  found  me  nigh  to  death, 

Famished,  and  faint,  and  lone; 
They  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love  ; 

They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

3  Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 

Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul, 
Twas  Be  that  washed  me  in  His  blood, 
'Twas  He  that  made  me  whole; 


'Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost, 
That  found  the  wandering  sheep, 

'Twas  He  that  brought  me  to  the  fold, 
'Tis  He  that  still  doth  keep. 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  would  not  be  controlled ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  the  fold ; 
I  was  a  wayward  child  ; 

I  once  preferred  to  roam  ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  His  home. 


ROCKINGHAM.       L.  M. 


L.  Mason. 
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1.  A  -  wake,  my  soul,     in       joy-ful  lays,    And    sing  thy  great    Re  -  deemer's  praise ; 
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He     just -ly  claims    a     song  from  me  :    His      lov- ing-kind  -  ness,     O    how  free! 
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CONSTANCE.      8.7.  D. 
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A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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1.  I've  found  a  Friend, O  such  a  Friend!  He  loved  me  ere  I  knew  Him ;  He  drew  me  with  the 
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cords  of  love,  And  thus  He  bound  me  to  Him.  And  round  my  heart  still  closely  twine  Those 
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ties  which  naught  can  sever, For   I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine,  Forev-  er  and  for  -  ev  -  er. 
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/&4fco  Unknown. 

2  I've  found  a  Friend,  O  such  a  Friend ! 

He  bled,  He  died  to  save  me ; 
And  not  alone  the  gift  of  life, 

But  His  own  self  He  gave  me. 
Nought  that  I  have  my  own  I  call, 

I  hold  it  for  the  Giver ; 
My  heart,  my  strength,  my  life,  my  all, 

Are  His,  and  His  forever. 

3  I've  found  a  Friend,  O  such  a  Friend! 

All  power  to  Him  is  given, 
To  guard  me  on  my  onward  course, 
And  bring  me  safe  to  heaven. 


Th'  eternal  glories  gleam  afar, 
To  nerve  my  faint  endeavor ; 

So  now  to  watch,  to  work,  to  war, 
And  then  to  rest  for  ever ! 

I've  found  a  Friend,  O  such  a  Friend ! 

So  kind,  and  true,  and  tender ; 
So  wise  a  Counsellor  and  Guide, 

So  mighty  a  Defender ! 
From  Him  who  loves  me  now  so  well, 

What  power  my  soul  shall  sever ! 
Shall  life  or  death,  shall  earth  or  hell ! 

No ;  I  am  His  for  ever. 


/&44r  Samuel  Medley. 

2  He  saw  me  ruined  in  the  fall, 
Yet  loved  me  notwithstanding  all ; 
He  saved  me  from  my  lost  estate ; 
His  loving-kindness,  O  how  great ! 

3  When  trouble,  like  a  gloomy  cloud, 
Has  gathered  thick  and  thundered  loud, 
He  near  my  soul  has  always  stood ; 
His  loving-kindness,  O  how  good ! 


4  Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
Prone  from  my  Saviour  to  depart ; 
But  though  I  have  Him  oft  forgot, 
His  loving-kindness  changes  not. 

5  Soon  I  shall  pass  the  gloomy  vale ; 
Soon  all  my  mortal  powers  must  fail; 
O  may  my  last  expiring  breath 

His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death ! 
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HENDON.      7. 


C.  n.  A.  Malax. 
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5    5  V#-# — ^i— #=L^-  l-^— #=r# — # — l#— 7— Ss?— r=—  — t=*— '    L 


1.   Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  know, That  delights  and  stirs  mo     so'.'  What  the  high  re 
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ward  I      win  !  Whose  the  name  I  glo  -  ry        in  ?     Je  -  sus  Christ,  the  Cru  -  d  -  fied. 
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24:5  J.  S.   B.  M0N?ELL. 

9   What  is  faith's  foundation  strong? 
What  awakes  my  lips  to  song? 
lie  who  bore  my  sinful  load, 
Purchased  for  me  peace  with  God — 

Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

3  Who  is  life  in  life  to  me  ? 

Who  the  death  of  death  will  be  ? 


Who  will  place  me  on  His  right 
With  the  countless  hosts  of  light  I 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 

This  is  that  pcreat  thing  I  know  ; 
This  delights  and  stirs  me  so; 
Faith  in  Him  who  dud  to  Bave, 
Him  who  triumphed  o'er  the  grave — 
Jesus  Christ,  the  Crucified. 


COWPER, 


C.  M. 
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L.  Masox. 
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is       a   fountain  fill'd  with  blood.  Drawn  from  Emmanuel's  veins;  And 
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sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood, Lose  all  their  guilty  stains;  Lost'  all  their  guilty  stains. 
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246  William  Cowper. 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to 

Thai  fountain  in  his  day ; 

And  there  ha\  ■•  I,  at  \  ile  as  he, 

Washed  all  my  sins  away. 

9   I  '•  -ar  dying  Lamb,  Thy  precious  l)lood 
Shall  never  lose  its  pon  er, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  ( rod 
I '.<■    i\ ed  to  bid.  no  more. 


E'er  since,  by  faith,  T  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 

Redeeming  love  baa  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  1  die. 

Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  Bong, 

I'll  mult  Thy  power  to  Bave,     [tongue 

When    this    poor   lisping,   Btammenng 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave. 
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J.  C.  Woodman. 
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»47  Horatius  Bonar. 

2  His  cross  dispels  each  doubt ; 

I  bury  in  His  tomb 
Each  thought  of  unbelief  and  fear, 
Each  lingering  shade  of  gloom. 

3  I  praise  the  God  of  grace ; 

I  trust  His  truth  and  might ; 

He  calls  me  His,  I  call  Him  mine, 

My  God,  my  Joy,  my  Light. 

4  'Tis  He  who  saveth  me, 

And  freely  pardon  gives; 
I  love  because  He  loveth  me, 
I  live  because  He  lives. 

5  My  life  with  Him  is  hid, 

My  death  has  passed  away, 
My  clouds  have  melted  into  light, 
My  midnight  into  day. 

/&4o  Philip  Doddridge. 

1  Grace  !  'tis  a  charming  sound, 

Harmonious  to  the  ear; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 
And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 

To  save  rebellious  man, 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 
Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 

3  Grace  taught  my  wandering  feet 

To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 
And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet, 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 


4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown, 
Through  everlasting  days  ; 
It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  deserves  our  praise. 

249  Isaac  Watts. 

1  The  Lord  my  Shepherd  is; 

I  shall  be  well  supplied ; 
Since  He  is  mine,  and  I  am  His, 
"What  can  I  want  beside  \ 

2  He  leads  me  to  the  place 

Where  heavenly  pasture  grows, 
Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 
And  full  salvation  Hows. 

3  If  e'er  I  go  astray, 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim, 
And  guides  me,  in  His  own  right  way, 
For  His  most  holy  Name. 

4  While  He  affords  His  aid, 

I  cannot  yield  to  fear ;     [dark  shade, 
Though  I  should  walk  through  death's 
My  Shepherd's  ^Yith  me  there. 

5  Amid  surrounding  foes, 

Thou  dost  my  table  spread ; 
My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 

And  joy  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  Thy  love 

Shall  crown  my  future  days ; 
Xor  from  Thy  house  will  1  remove, 
Nor  cease  to  speak  Thy  praise. 
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I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say,  "Come  unto  Me,  and  rest ;  Lay  down,  thou  weary 
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rv,  and  worn,  and  sad  ;  I     found   in  Him  a  rest  -  ing-place,  And  He  has  made  me  glad. 
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/&OU  HOKATIIJS  BONAE. 

2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  Bay, 

"  Behold,  I  freely  ^ive 
The  living  water;  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live!" 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 

Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  revived, 

And  now  I  live  in  Him. 

ST.   ALPHEGE.       7.6. 


3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

M  I  am  this  dark  world's  Light ; 
Look  unto  Me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  brighl  \n 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  1  found, 

In  Him  my  Star,  my  Sun  ; 
And  in  that  Light  of  life  I'll  walk 

Till  all  my  journey's  done. 

H.  J.  Gauntlett. 


1.    I  love,  I  love  my  Master,  I   leek  not  to  be  free  ;  For  He  is  my  Re-deem-er,  He  paid  the  price  for  me. 
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^51  Frances  R   Havergal. 

2  !!<•  chose  me  for  I  lis  service, 

And  gave  me  power  to  choose 
Thai  blessed,  "  perfect  freedom," 
Which  I  shall  never  lose, 

3  I  would  nol  leave  Etta  service, 

It   ifl  BO  BWeet  and  hlest  j 


And  in  the  weariest  moments 
He  gives  the  truest  rest. 

•1   Rejoicing  and  adoring, 

Henceforth  my  Bong  shall  be, 
1  love,  I  love  m\  Master, 

And  through   His  love  am  free  ! 
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J.    P.    IIOLBROOK. 


1.  I've    found  the  pearl      of      great -est  price!  My    heart  doth     sing   for     joy 
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252  John  Mason. 

2  Christ  is  my  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King ; 

A  Prophet  full  of  light, 
My  great  High-Priest  before  the  throne, 
My  King  of  heavenly  might. 

3  For  He  indeed  is  Lord  of  lords, 

And  He  the  King  of  kings ; 

He  is  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 

With  healing  in  His  wings. 

4  Christ  is  my  Peace ;  he  died  for  me, 

For  me  He  gave  His  blood ; 
And  as  my  wondrous  Sacrifice, 
Offered  Himself  to  God. 

5  Christ  Jesus  is  my  All  in  All, 

My  Comfort,  and  my  Love  ; 
My  Life  below,  and  He  shall  be, 
My  Joy  and  Crown  above. 

2  O  3        Bernard  op  Clatrvaux  ;  E.  Caswall. 

1  0  Jesus,  King  most  wonderful, 

Thou  Conqueror  renowned, 
Thou  Sweetness  most  ineffable, 
In  whom  all  joys  are  found ; — 

2  When  once  Thou  visitest  the  heart, 

Then  truth  begins  to  shine  ; 
Then  earthly  vanities  depart ; 
Then  kindles  love  divine. 

3  Thy  wondrous  mercies  are  untold, 

Through  each  returning  day  ; 
Thy  love  exceeds  a  thousand  fold 
Whatever  we  can  say. 


4  May  every  heart  confess  Thy  Name, 

And  ever  Thee  adore ; 
And,  seeking  Thee,  itself  inflame 
To  seek  Thee  more  and  more. 

5  Thee  may  our  tongues  forever  bless ; 

Thee  may-  we  love  alone ; 

And  ever  in  our  lives  express 

The  image  of  Thine  own. 

/354  Philip  Doddridge. 

1  Jesus,  I  love  Thy  charming  Name, 

'Tis  music  to  mine  ear : 
Fain  would  I  sound  it  out  so  loud 
That  earth  and  heaven  should  hear. 

2  Yes,  Thou  art  precious  to  my  soul, 

My  Transport  and  my  Trust ; 
Jewels  to  Thee  are  gaudy  toys, 
And  gold  is  sordid  dust. 

3  All  my  capacious  powers  can  wish 

In  Thee  doth  richly  meet; 
Not  to  mine  eyes  is  light  so  dear, 
Nor  friendship  half  so  sweet. 

4  Thy  grace  still  dwells  upon  my  heart, 

And  sheds  its  fragrance  there ; 
The  noblest  balm  of  all  its  wounds, 
The  cordial  of  its  care. 

5  I'll  speak  the  honors  of  Thy  Name 

With  my  last  laboring  breath  ; 
Then,  speechless,  clasp  Thee  in  mine  arms, 
The  antidote  of  death. 
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A.  Pattox. 
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Tho'  earthly  joy6  decrease,  Tho'  earthly  friendships  cease,  Now  I  have  lasting  peace  ;  Jesus   is  mine. 


255  Henry  J.  McC.  Hope. 

2  Though  I  grow  poor  and  old, 
Jesus  is  mine; 
Though  I  grow  faint  and  cold, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
He  shall  my  wants  supply ; 
His  precious  blood  is  nigh, 
Naught  can  my  hope  destroy ; 
Jesus  is  mine. 


3  When  earth  shall  pass  away, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
In  the  great  judgment  day, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
O  what  a  glorious  thing, 
Then  to  behold  my  King, 
On  tuneful  harp  to  sing, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
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1.  Fountain    of  grace,  rich,  full,  and   free,  What  need  I     that      is      not      in    Thee? 
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Full  pardon,  strength  to    meet    the  day,  And  peace  which  none  can  take  a  -  way. 
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6OD  Jamf.-  BdKMTOK. 

S  Doth  sickness  till  the  heart  with  fear! 
Tis  Bweet  to  know  thai  Thon  art  near. 
Am  1  n\ ith  dread  of  justice  tried  I 
'Ti-  sweet  to  feel  thai  Christ  hath  died. 

3  In  lif»-,  Thy  promises  of  aid 
Forbid  my  heart  to  be  afraid; 


In  death,  peace  gently  veils  the  eyes; 

Christ  roc,  and  1  shall  surely  ri>e. 

\  <  I  all-sufficient  Saviour,  be 
This  all-sufficiency  to  me ; 

Nor  pain,  nor  Bin,  nor  death,  can  harm 

The  weakest)  shielded  by  Thine  arm. 
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1.  If  Christ  is  mine,  then  all      is    mine,  And  more  than  an  -  gels  know  ; 
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Both     pres  -  ent  things  and  things  to      come,  And  grace    and  glo   -  ry    too. 


/ou7  Benjamin  Beddome. 

1  If  Christ  is  mine,  then  all  is  mine, 

And  more  than  angels  know  ; 
Both  present  things  and  things  to  come, 
And  grace  and  glory  too. 

2  If  He  is  mine,  I  need  not  fear 

The  rage  of  earth  and  hell ; 
He  will  support  my  feeble  frame, 
And  all  their  force  repel. 

3  If  He  is  mine,  let  friends  forsake, 

And  wealth  and  honors  flee ; 
Sure  He  who  giveth  me  Himself, 
Is  more  than  these  to  me. 

4  If  He  is  mine,  I'll  fearless  pass 

Through  death's  o'ershadowed  vale ; 
He'll  be  my  comfort  and  my  stay 
When  heart  and  flesh  shall  fail. 

5  0  tell  me,  Lord,  that  Thou  art  mine ; 

What  can  I  wish  beside  ? 
My  soul  shall  at  the  Fountain  live, 
When  all  the  streams  are  dried. 

aOO  Frederick  WmTriELD. 

1  There  is  a  Name  I  love  to  hear, 

I  love  to  speak  its  worth ; 
It  sounds  like  music  in  mine  ear, 
The  sweetest  name  on  earth. 

2  It  tells  me  of  a  Saviour's  love 

Who  died  to  set  me  free ; 
It  tells  me  of  His  precious  blood, 
The  sinner's  perfect  plea. 


3  It  tells  of  One,  whose  loving  heart 

Can  feel  my  deepest  woe, 
Who  in  each  sorrow  bears  a  part 
That  none  can  bear  below. 

4  It  bids  my  trembling  heart  rejoice, 

It  dries  each  rising  tear, 
It  tells  me,  in  "  a  still  small  voice," 
To  trust  and  never  fear. 

5  Jesus !  the  Name  I  love  so  well, 

The  Name  I  love  to  hear ! 
No  saint  on  earth  its  worth  can  tell, 
No  heart  conceive  how  dear. 

2o9  John  Newton. 

1  Let  worldly  minds  the  world  pursue ; 

What  are  its  charms  to  me  ? 
Once  I  admired  its  trifles  too, 
But  grace  has  set  me  free. 

2  Its  pleasures  now  no  longer  please, 

No  more  content  afford, 
Far  from  my  heart  be  joys  like  these, 
Now  I  have  seen  the  Lord. 

3  As  by  the  light  of  opening  day, 

The  stars  are  all  concealed, 
So  earthly  pleasures  fade  away, 
When  Jesus  is  revealed. 

4  Creatures  no  more  divide  my  choice ; 

I  bid  them  all  depart ; 
His  Name,  His  love,  His  gracious  voice, 
Have  fixed  my  roving  heart. 
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fit  D  (J  Philip  Doddridge. 

l;  0  happy  bond,  that  seals  my  vows 

To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love! 
Le1  cheerful  anthems  fill  J  lis  house, 
While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move. 

3  Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done; 
I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine ; 
He  drew  me,  and  1  followed  on, 
Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 

CECILIA.      8.7. 


4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ; 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest  ; 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart, 
With  Him  of  every  good  possessed. 

5  High  Heaven, that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
That  vow  renewed  shall  daily  hear, 
Till  in  life's  latest  hour  I  how. 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 

J.  B.  Dykes. 


1.   The  King    of      love    inv       Shepherd     is,  Whose  good  -  ness  fail  -  eth     nev  -  er  ; 
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2  Where  streams  of  living  water  How, 

My  ransomed  soul  He  leadeth, 
Ami,  where  the  verdant  pastures  grow, 

With  f 1  celestial  feedeth. 

8   I  'erverse  and  foolish  ofl  I  Btrayed, 
But  yet  in  love  He  sought  me, 


And  on  His  shoulder  gently  laid, 
Ami  home,  rejoicing,  brought  me, 

1   And  so,  through  all  the  coming  days, 
Thy  love  shall  fail  me  never, 
And  be  the  theme  of  all  my  praise 
Within  Thy  house  forever. 
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C.  D'Urhan. 
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1.  I  know  no  life  divided,  O  Lord  of  life,  from  Thee  ;  In  Thee  is  life  provided  For  all  mankind, and  me  ; 
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I  know  no  death,  O  Je  -  sus,  Because  I  live  in  Thee  ;  Thy  death  it  is  which  frees  us  From  death  eternally. 
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262  C.  J.  P.  Spitta  :  R.  Massie. 

2  I  fear  no  tribulation, 

Since,  whatsoe'er  it  be, 
It  makes  no  separation 

Between  my  Lord  and  me. 
If  Thou,  my  Lord  and  Teacher, 

Vouchsafe  to  be  my  own, 
Though  poor,  I  shall  be  richer 
Than  monarch  on  his  throne. 


3  If,  while  on  earth  I  wander, 

My  heart  is  light  and  blest, 
Ah,  what  shall  I  be  yonder 

In  perfect  peace  and  rest  ? 
O  blessed  thought  in  dying, 

We  go  to  meet  the  Lord, 
Where  there  shall  be  no  sighing, 

A  kingdom  our  reward. 
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1.  To  Thee,  O  dear,  dear  Saviour,  My  epir-it  turns  for  rest,  My  p 
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pil  -  low    on     Thy  hreast.  Though  all   the  world  de  -  ceive  me,    I    know  that   I 
bless-  ed     Sav  -  iour  mine. 
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263  J.  S.  B.  Monsell. 

2  O  Thou,  whose  mercy  found  me, 
From  bondage  set  me  free, 
And  then  for  ever  bound  me 
With  threefold  chords  to  Thee ; 


O  for  a  heart  to  love  Thee 
More  truly  as  I  ought, 

And  nothing  place  above  Thee 
In  deed,  or  word,  or  thought. 
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1.    Let    me  fly     to      Je  -  sus'  arms  !  Let  me  find  a     ref  -uge  there,  Win  11  the  foe  my 
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self    to    save  ;  Je  -  sus  !  help  me  from    a  -  hove,  While  life's  beating  storms  I  brave. 
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264  Ray  Palmer. 

2  To  Thy  cross  I  lift  mine  eyes, 

There  in  Thy  dear  wounds,  I  see, — 
Though  ray  sins  before  me  rise, — 

Thai  Thy  death  is  life  to  me! 
On  this  Rock  my  soul  shall  rest, 

No  keen  dart  shall  reach  me  here, 
Leaning  on  Thy  loving  breast^ 
Thou  wilt  calm  each  rising  fear. 

NASSAU.       7.  6  lines. 
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3  Jesus !  near  Thy  wounded  side, 

Let  me  walk  from  day  to  day; 
Ever  with  my  soul  abide, 

While  I  tread  life's  thorny  way  ; 
"When  the  evening  shadows  fall, 

Fading  into  darksome  night, 
O  be  Thou  my  All  in  All, 

Thou  my  everlasting  Light. 

Arr.  by  W.  II.  IIavergal. 


L  Jfl-tns,  Master,  whosclam,   Purchased  Thine  a-  lone  to      be,     By  Thy  blood.  O  ppot-leps  Lamb, 

q^r^=Sg:SFFTg=^^-^==Nr-t-+L— ^fg^P^^F*"^^    E3EEE 

}  TTT  If  1  If  pU^UU4|Tf  Ir  Ip  f  lrfj^HJ=4 


Slicd  tO  w  ill  -  lug  ]\  for  me,    Let  my  heart  be    all  Thine  own,   Let    me     live      to  Thee  a   -  loue. 

wfff  fi'r  I'll!  r  fif4pTf  rfffftMf  11 


3=tf 


LOVE    OF    CHRIST. 


Ill 


ZEPHYR.      L.  M. 
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No  thought  can  reach,  no  tongue  de  -  dare ; 
I 


/abO  Paul  Gerhardt :  J.  Wesley. 

2  Thy  love,  how  cheering  is  its  ray ! 
All  pain  before  its  presence  flies ; 
Care,  anguish,  sorrow,  melt  away 
Where'er  its  healing  beams  arise. 

3  O  let  Thy  love  my  soul  inflame, 
And  to  Thy  service  sweetly  bind ; 
Transfuse  it  through  my  inmost  frame, 
And  mould  me  wholly  to  Thy  mind. 

4  Thy  love,  in  sufferings,  be  my  peace ; 
Thy  love,  in  weakness,  make  me  strong ; 
And  when  the  storms  of  life  shall  cease, 
Thy  love  shall  be  in  heaven  my  song. 

/&DD  ANTOINETTE  BOUBIGNON  :    J.  WESLET. 

1  Come,  blessed  Saviour,  from  above, 
Assist  me  with  Thy  heavenly  grace ; 
Empty  my  heart  of  earthly  love, 
And  for  Thyself  prepare  the  place. 

2  O  let  Thy  sacred  presence  fill, 
And  set  my  longing  spirit  free, 
"Which  pants  to  have  no  other  will, 
But  night  and  day  to  feast  on  Thee. 

3  That  path  with  humble  speed  Pll  seek, 
In  which  my  Saviour's  footsteps  shine ; 
Nor  will  I  hear,  nor  will  I  speak, 

Of  any  other  love  but  Thine. 


4  Henceforth  may  no  profane  delight 
Divide  this  consecrated  soul ; 
Possess  it  Thou,  who  hast  the  right, 
As  Lord  and  Master  of  the  whole. 

267  DobelTs  Collection. 

1  In  Christ  I've  all  my  soul's  desire ; 
His  Spirit  does  my  heart  inspire 
With  boundless  wishes  large  and  high  ; 
And  Christ  will  all  my  wants  supply. 

2  Christ  is  my  Hope,  my  Strength,  and 

Guide ; 
For  me  He  bled,  and  groaned,  and  died ; 
He  is  my  Sun,  to  give  me  light, 
He  is  my  soul's  supreme  Delight. 

3  Christ  is  the  Source  of  all  my  bliss  ; 
My  Wisdom  and  my  Righteousness ; 
My  Saviour,  Brother,  and  my  Friend  ; 
On  Him  alone  I  now  depend. 

4  Christ  is  my  King,  to  rule  and  bless, 
And  all  my  troubles  to  redress; 
He's  my  Salvation,  and  my  All, 
Whate'er  on  earth  shall  me  befall. 

5  Christ  is  my  Strength  and  Portion  too  ; 
My  soul  in  Him  can  all  things  do ; 
Through  Him  I'll  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
And  death  and  hell  my  soul  outbrave. 
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Frances  R.  Havergal. 


Other  lords  have  long  held  sway  ; 

Now  Thy  Name  alone  to  bear, 
Thy  dear  voice  alone  obey, 

Is  my  daily,  hourly  prayer. 
Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  Thee  ? 
Nothing  else  my  joy  can  be. 


Jesus,  Master,  I  am  Thine ; 

Keep  me  faithful,  keep  me  near ; 
Let  Thy  presence  in  me  shine 

All  my  homeward  way  to  cheer. 
Jesus,  at  Thy  feet  I  fall, 
O  be  Thou  my  All  in  All. 
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LOVE    OF    CHRIST. 


SUNBURY.       C.  M.  D. 


H.  Parkeb. 
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1.  I   Love  Thee, 0    mv  Lord,  but  not  For  what  I    hope  thereby  ;    Nor  yet  because  who 

-  ,     fL„.J    ,J- 


love  Thee  not,  Must  die    e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly  ;         I    love  Thee,  O    my  Lord,  and  still  I 
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ev  -  er  will  love  Thee,  Solely  because  my  Lord  Thou  art  Who  fi^st  hast  lov-ed  me. 
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269  Fbancis  Xavieb  :  E.  Caswall. 

2  For  me,  to  lowest  depths  of  woe 

Thou  didst  Thyself  abase  ; 
For  me  didst  bear  the  cross,  the  shame, 

And  manifold  disgrace  ; 
For  me  didst  suffer  pains  unknown, 

Blood-sweat  and  agony, 
Yea,  death  itself — all,  all  for  me, 

For  me,  Thine  enemy. 

KENILWORTH.       7.6.  D. 
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3  Then  shall  I  not,  O  Saviour  mine ! 

Shall  I  not  love  Thee  well  I 
Not  with  the  hope  of  winning  heaven, 

Nor  of  escaping  hell ; 
Not  with  the  hope  of  earning  aught, 

Nor  seeking  a  reward, 
But  freely,  fully,  as  Thyself 

Hast  loved  me,  O  Lord  ! 

C.   S.   IlEAP. 
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1.    O  Lord,  Thy  love's  un-bound  -  ed,    So    full,  so  sweet,  so 
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ST.   AGNES.       C.  M. 
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J.  B.  Dtkes. 
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1.  Do      not      I       love   Thee,    O        my    Lord?      Be -hold  my    heart  and     see; 
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And  turn  each  cher  -  ished 


dol      out,      That  dares  to 
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2/0  Philip  Doddbidge. 

2  Do  not  I  love  Thee  from  my  soul? 

Then  let  me  nothing  love ; 

Dead  be  my  heart  to  every  joy, 

When  Jesus  cannot  move. 

3  Hast  Thou  a  lamb  in  all  Thy  flock 

I  would  disdain  to  feed  ? 
Hast  Thou  a  foe  before  whose  face 
I  fear  Thy  cause  to  plead  ? 

4  Would  not  my  ardent  spirit  vie, 

With  angels  round  the  throne, 
To  execute  Thy  sacred  will, 
And  make  Thy  glory  known  ? 

5  Would  not  my  heart  pour  forth  its  blood 

In  honor  of  Thy  Name, 
And  challenge  the  cold  hand  of  death 
To  damp  the  immortal  flame? 

6  Thou  know'st  I  love  Thee,  dearest  Lord, 

But  0,  I  lono-  to  soar 


Far  from  the  sphere  of  mortal  joys, 
And  learn  to  love  Thee  more. 

/d  /  1  Joseph  Stennett. 

1  My  blessed  Saviour,  is  Thy  love 

So  great,  so  full,  so  free  ? 
Behold,  I  give  my  love,  my  heart, 
My  life,  my  all,  to  Thee. 

2  I  love  Thee  for  the  glorious  worth, 

In  Thy  great  Self  I  see ; 
I  love  Thee  for  that  shameful  cross 
Thou  hast  endured  for  me. 

3  No  mr.n  of  greater  love  can  boast 

Than  for  his  friend  to  die ; 
But  for  Thy  foes,  Lord,  Thou  wast  slain  ; 
What  love  with  Thine  can  vie ! 

4  0  Lord,  I'll  treasure  in  my  soul 

The  memory  of  Thy  love  ; 
And  Thy  dear  Name  shall  still  to  me 
A  grateful  odor  prove. 


us    to  bleed  and  die 
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en,  We  might  ascend  on  high. 
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at  a  Unknown. 

2  O  let  this  love  constrain  us 
To  give  our  hearts  to  Thee ; 
Let  nothing  henceforth  pain  us, 
But  that  which  paineth  Thee ! 


Our  joy,  our  one  endeavor, 

Through  suffering,  conflict,  shame, 
To  serve  Thee,  gracious  Saviour, 

And  magnify  Thy  Name. 
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REDEEMING    LOVE.       C.  P.  M.  J.  Barnbt. 

1.  O  Lore  divine,  bow  sweet  Thou  art !  When  shall  I  find  mv  willing  heart  All  taken   up  bv    Thee? 
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/d/  3  Charles  Wesley. 

2  Stronger  His  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
It--  riches  are  unsearchable; 

The  first-born  sons  of  light 
In  vain  desire  its  depths  to  see; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 

The  Length,  the  breadth,  the  height 

JUSTIFICATION.       L.  M. 


3  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God  J 
O  that  it  now  were  Bhed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart! 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine ; 
This  only  portion,  Lord,  be  mine; 

Be  mine  this  better  part. 


B.  Tours. 
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&  /  4  Isaac  Watts-. 

2  Who  >hall  adjudge  the  saints  to  hell! 
Tis  Christ  who  Buffered  in  their  stead 
And,  the  salvation  to  fulfill, 
Behold  I  I'm 1 1  rising  from  the  dead  ! 

8  He  lives  1  He  lives!  and  sits  above, 
Forever  interceding  there ; 
Who  shall  divide  US  from  His  love, 

(  >r  what   shall  tempi  US  tO  despair  I 


Shall  persecution,  or  distress, 
Famine,  or  Bword,  or  nakedn< 

lie  who  hath  loved  ns  bears  us  through, 

And  make-  08  more  than  conquerors  too. 

Not  all  that  men  0H  earth  can  do, 

Nor  powers  on  high,  nor   powers  below, 

Shall  cause  His  mercy  to  reiuow, 

( >r  wean  our  hearts  from  Christ,  our  Love. 


LOVE    OF    CHRIST. 


115 


PASSION    CHORALE.       7.6.  D. 


J.  S.  Bach. 


We   could    not       do  with    -    out    Thee,       O       Bav  -  iour    of    the        lost  ! } 
Hiose  pre  -  cious  blood  re   -  deemed    us,        At      such   tre    meu-dous       cost,  f 
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2/0  Frances  R.  Hayergal. 

2  We  could  not  do  without  Thee ! 

We  cannot  stand  alone, 
We  have  no  strength  or  goodness, 

No  wisdom  of  our  own. 
But  Thou,  beloved  Saviour, 

Our  All  in  All  wilt  be, 
And  weakness  will  be  power, 

If  leaning  hard  on  Thee. 

3  We  could  not  do  without  Thee ! 

For  O,  the  way  is  long, 
And  we  are  often  weary, 

And  sigh  displaces  song. 
How  could  we  do  without  Thee  ? 

We  do  not  know  the  way ; 
Thou  knowest  and  Thou  leadest, 

And  wilt  not  let  us  stray. 

4  We  could  not  do  without  Thee, 

O  Jesus,  Saviour  dear ! 
E'en  when  our  eyes  are  holden, 

We  know  that  Thou  art  near. 
How  dreary  and  how  lonely 

This  changeful  life  would  be, 
Without  the  sweet  communion, 

The  secret  rest  in  Thee ! 


2  7  D  Moravian  Collection. 

1  0  gracious  Shepherd,  bind  us 

With  cords  of  love  to  Thee, 
And  evermore  remind  us 

How  mercy  set  us  free ; 
O  may  the  Holy  Spirit 

Set  this  before  our  eyes, 
That  we  Thy  death  and  merit 

Above  all  else  may  prize. 

2  We  are  of  Thy  salvation 

Assured  through  Thy  love ; 
Then,  0,  on  each  occasion, 

More  faithful  may  we  prove. 
Thou  hast  our  sins  forgiven  ; 

Xow,  leaving  all  behind, 
We  would  press  on  to  heaven, 

Keeping  the  prize  in  mind. 

3  Grant  us,  henceforth,  dear  Saviour, 

While  in  this  vale  of  tears, 
To  look  to  Thee,  and  never 

Give  way  to  anxious  fears. 
Thou,  Lord,  wilt  not  forsake  us, 

For  Thou  art  aye  the  same ; 
0  let  Thy  love  then  make  us 

Hold  fast  Thy  faith  and  Xame. 


116  PRIVILEGE    AND     BLESSEDNESS. 

HAREWOOD.        S.   M.  Arr.  from  II.  Parker. 


1.   What    cheer  - ing  words  are     these?   Their    sweet-ness    who    can      teD 
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John  Kent. 


In  every  state  secure, 

Kept  as  Jehovah's  eye, 
'Tis  well  with  them  while  life  endures, 

And  well  when  called  to  die; 

Well  when  they  see  His  face, 

Or  sink  amid  the  flood ; 
Well  in  affliction's  thorny  maze, 

Or  on  the  mount  with  God. 

CHRISTMAS.      C.  M. 


'Tis  well  when  joys  arise ; 

'Tis  well  when  sorrows  flow  ; 
'Tis  well  when  darkness  veils  the  skies, 

And  strong  temptations  blow. 

'Tis  well  when  on  the  mount 

Rejoicing  in  God's  love. 
And  'tis  as  well,  in  His  account, 

When  they  the  furnace  prove. 

G.  F.  IIandel. 
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Salvation  shall  our  hearts  inflame, 
And  dwell  upon  our  tongues. 

4  Salvation  !  let  the  echo  fly 
The  spacious  earth  around. 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 


£  4  O  Isaac  Watts. 

2  Buried  III  sorrow  and  in  sin, 

At  hell's  dark  door  we  lav  ; 
Bat  we  arise,  by  grace  divine, 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 

3  Sa.vation  !  ()  Thou  dying  Lamb! 

To  Thee  the  praise  belongs; 
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1.  Be  -  hold,   what  wondrous  grace 
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2/9  Isaac  Watts. 

2  Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 

How  great  we  must  be  made ; 
But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 
We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

3  A  hope  so  much  divine 

May  trials  well  endure, 
May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin, 
As  Christ,  the  Lord,  is  pure. 

4  If  in  my  Father's  love 

I  share  a  filial  part, 
Send  down  Thy  Spirit,  like  a  dove, 
To  rest  upon  my  heart. 

5  We  would  no  longer  lie 

Like  slaves  beneath  the  throne ; 
Our  faith  shall  "  Abba,  Father ! "  cry, 
And  Thou  the  kindred  own. 

280  HORATIUS  BONAR. 

1  I  hear  the  words  of  love, 

I  gaze  upon  the  blood, 
I  see  the  mighty  sacrifice, 
And  I  have  peace  with  God. 

2  'Tis  everlasting  peace, 

Sure  as  Jehovah's  Name  ; 
'Tis  stable  as  His  steadfast  throne, 
For  evermore  the  same. 

3  The  clouds  may  go  and  come, 

And  storms  may  sweep  my  sky, 
This  blood-sealed  friendship  changes  not, 
The  cross  is  ever  nigh. 

4  I  change,  He  changes  not ; 

The  Christ  can  never  die; 
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His  love,  not  mine,  the  resting-place, 
His  truth,  not  mine,  the  tie. 

5  My  love  is  ofttimes  low, 

My  joy  still  ebbs  and  flows ; 
But  peace  with  Him  remains  the  same, 
No  change  Jehovah  knows. 

281  Paul  Gerhardt  ;  C.  Winkworth. 

1  If  Jesus  be  my  Friend, 

And  I  to  Him  belong, 
I  care  not  what  my  foes  intend, 
Though  fierce  they  be,  and  strong. 

2  I  rest  upon  the  ground 

Of  Jesus  and  His  blood ; 
For  I  in  Him  alone  have  found 
The  true  eternal  good. 

3  He  whispers  in  my  breast 

Sweet  words  of  holy  cheer, 
How  all  who  seek  in  God  their  rest 
Shall  ever  find  Him  near. 

4  How  God  hath  built  above 

A  city  fair  and  new, 
Where  eye  and  heart  shall  see  and  prove 
What  faith  has  counted  true. 

5  My  heart  for  gladness  springs; 

It  cannot  more  be  sad  ; 
For  very  joy  it  smiles  and  sings, — 
Sees  naught  but  sunshine  o-lad. 

6  The  sun  that  lights  mine  eyes, 

Is  Christ,  the  Lord  I  love ; 
I  sing  for  joy  of  that  which  lies 
Stored  up  for  me  above. 
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EXETER.       C.  M. 


1.  My    heart  is    rest 
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/^  O  /^  Anna  L.  Waring. 

2  1  thirst  for  springs  of  heavenly  life, 

And  from  Thyself  they  rise; 
I  seek  the  treasure  of  Thy  love, 
And  close  at  hand  it  lies. 

3  Thus  a  new  song  is  in  my  mouth, 

To  long  loved  music  set; 
Glory  to  Thee  for  all  the  grace 
I  have  not  tasted  yet. 

4  I  have  a  heritage  of  joy 

That  yel  I  cannot  see  ; 
But  He,  whose  Bufferings  made  it  mine, 
Is  keeping  it  for  me. 

5  My  heart  is  resting,  0  my  God; 

My  heart  is  in  Thy  care; 
And  while  it  finds  its  joy  in  Thee, 

Can  trust  Thee  everywhere. 

ROSEFIELD.      7.  6  lines. 


t£o3  Isaac  Watts. 

1  0  happy  soul,  that  lives  on  high, 

While  men  lie  groveling  here  ! 
His  hopes  are  fixed  above  the  sky, 
And  faith  forbids  his  fear. 

2  His  conscience  knows  no  secret  stings, 

While  peace  and  joy  combine 
To  form  a  life,  whose  holy  springs 
Are  hidden  and  divine. 

3  lie  waits  in  secret  on  his  God; 

His  God  in  secret  sees  ; 
Let  earth  be  all  in  arms  abroad; 

He  dwells  in  heavenly  peace. 
5  lie  asks  no  pomp  nor  royal  throne 

To  raise  his  honor  here  ; 
Content  and  pleased  to  live  unknown, 

Till  Christ  his  life  appear. 

C.  II.  A.  Malan. 
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BELMONT.      C.  M. 


Arr.  from  Mozart. 
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«o4  Henry  F.  Lyte. 

2  The  least  and  feeblest  there  may  bide, 

Uninjured  and  unawed; 
While  thousands  fall  on  every  side, 
He  rests  secure  in  God. 

3  The  angels  watch  him  on  his  way, 

And  aid  with  friendly  arm  ; 

And  Satan,  roaring  for  his  prey, 

May  hate,  but  cannot  harm. 

4  He  feeds  in  pastures  large  and  fair 

Of  love  and  truth  divine; 
0  child  of  God,  0  glory's  heir, 
How  rich  a  lot  is  thine ! 

5  A  hand  almighty  to  defend, 

An  ear  for  every  call, 
An  honored  life,  a  peaceful  end, 
And  heaven  to  crown  it  all ! 
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J3  8  *5  Unknown. 

1  O  Thou,  who  to  our  woe  didst  come, 

Who  one  with  us  wouldst  be, 

To  lift  us  to  Thy  heavenly  home, 

And  make  us  one  with  Thee  ! 

2  Our  earthly  garments  Thou  hast  worn, 

And  we  Thy  robes  shall  wear ; 
Our  mortal  burdens  Thou  hast  borne, 
And  we  Thy  bliss  may  share. 

3  O  mighty  grace !  our  life  to  live, 

To  make  our  earth  divine ; 
0  mighty  grace !  Thy  heaven  to  give, 
And  lift  our  life  to  Thine. 

4  0  strange  the  gifts  and  marvelous, 

By  Thee  received  and  given  ! 
Thou  tookest  woe  and  death  from  us, 
And  we  receive  Thy  heaven. 


«OD                                      Joseph  Humphreys. 

1  Blessed  are  the  sons  of  God, 

3  They  have  fellowship  with  God, 

They  are  bought  with  Jesus'  blood ; 

Through  the  Mediator's  blood ; 

They  are  ransomed  from  the  grave, 

One  with  God,  through  Jesus  one, 

Life  eternal  they  shall  have ; 

Glory  is  in  them  begun ; 

With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 

With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 

Here,  and  in  eternity. 

Here,  and  in  eternity. 

2  They  are  justified  by  grace ; 

4  They  alone  are  truly  blest, 

They  enjoy  a  solid  peace  ; 

Heirs  of  God,  joint  heirs  with  Christ ; 

All  their  sins  are  washed  away ; 

Thev  with  love  and  peace  are  rilled ; 

They  shall  stand  in  God's  great  day ; 

They  are  bv  His  Spirit  sealed ; 

With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 

With  them  numbered  may  we  be, 

Here,  and  in  eternity. 

Here,  and  in  eternity. 
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287  William  Cowper. 

2  In  holy  contemplation, 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

A.nd  find  it  ever  new  ; 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheerfully  can  Bay, 
Let  the  unknot  n  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may. 

3  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 

But  He  will  hear  as  through; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing 

Will  clothe  His  people  too; 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens, 

No  creature  bu1  is  fed ; 
And  He  who  feed-,  the  ravens 

Will  give  His  children  bread. 

4  Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither. 

Their  wonted  frail  shall  hear, 
Though  all  the  field  should  wither, 

Nor  flocks  nor  herds  be  there ; 
Yet  ( fod  the  same  abiding, 

His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice, 

For,  while  in  Him  confiding, 
1  cannol  but  rejoice. 
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&oO  Anna  l.  Waring. 

1  Ik  heavenly  love  abiding, 

No  change  my  heart  shall  fear* 
And  safe  is  such  confiding, 

For  nothing  changes  bere. 
The  storm  may  roar  without  me, 

My  heart  may  low  he  laid, 

But  ( rod  is  round  aboul  me, 

And  can   I   he  di>ma_\  ed  '. 

2  Wherever  lie  may  guide  me, 

No  want  shall  turn  me  back; 
My  Shepherd  is  beside  me, 

And  nothing  can  I  lack. 
His  wisdom  ever  waketh, 

His  sight  is  never  dim, 
lie  knows  the  w;i\   I Ie  taketh, 

And  1  w  ill  walk  with  Him. 

3  Green  pastures  are  before  me, 

Which  vet  1  ha\  e  not  seen  : 
Brighl  skies  will  soon  be  o'er  me, 

Where  darkest  clouds  have  been. 
My  hope  1  cannol  measure, 

My  path  to  life  is  free, 
My  Sa\  iour  has  my  treasure, 

And  He  will  walk  with  me. 
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W.  B.  Gilbert. 


CARMINE.      C.  P.  M. 


-izf  5953= H=gE|=3E|:  ^T:  M*-»     *    H  -^4<=^^TTF 


1.  O  Lord,  how  happy  should  we  be,  If   we  could  cast  our  care  on  Thee,  If  we  from  self  could  res 
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And  feel    at  heart  that  One  a-bove,  In  per -feet  wisdom,  perfect  love,  Is   working  for  the  best. 
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289  Joseph  Anstice. 

2  0  for  the  faith  to  cast  our  load 
Of  anxious  thought  upon  our  God ! 

For  He  will  clothe  and  feed ; 
And  from  the  lilies  as  they  grow, 
And  from  the  tended  ravens,  know 
That  we  are  safe  indeed. 

ASAPH.      C.  M.  D. 


Lord,  make  these  faithless  hearts  of  ours 
Thy  lessons  learn  from  birds  and  flowers, 

And  from  self-torment  cease  ! 
Father!  we  trust,  and  we  lie  still, 
Leave  all  things  to  Thy  holy  will, 

And  so  find  perfect  peace. 

J.   M.    GlORNTVICHI. 
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1.  Fa  -  ther  of  love,  our  Guide  and  Friend,  0  lead  us  gen-tly    on, 
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yet  by   us  un  -  trod  ;  But    we  can  trust  our  all  to  Thee,  Our  Father  and  our  God. 
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«i/U  William  J.  Irons. 

2  If  called,  like  Abraham's  child,  to  climb 

The  hill  of  sacrifice, 
Some  angel  may  be  there  in  time ; 

Deliverance  shall  arise ; 
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Or,  if  some  darker  lot  be  good, 

0  teach  us  to  endure 
The  sorrow,  pain,  or  solitude, 

That  makes  the  spirit  pure. 
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8.4. 

Fine. 


Welsh  Melody. 


1.  Thro'  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour,  All  will  be  well;  Free  and  changeless  is  His  favor, 
D.c.  Strong  the  hand  stretch'd  out  to  shield  us,  All  must  be  will. 
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All ,  all     is  well.  Precious  is  the  blood  that  healed  us,  Perfect  is  the  grace  that  scaled  us. 
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&  y  1  Mary  B.  Peters. 

2  Though  we  pass  through  tribulation, 
All  will  be  well; 

Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation, 

All,  all  is  well. 
Happy  still  in  God  confiding, 
Fruitful,  if  in  Christ  abiding, 
Holy,  through  the  Spirit's  guiding, 

All  must  be  well. 

FLEMMING.       11.10.11.6. 


3  We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow  ; 

All  will  ire  well; 
Faith  can  sing  through  davs  of  sorrow, 

All,  all  is  well; 
On  our  Father's  love  reiving, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying, 
If  in  living,  or  in  <h  ing. 

All  must  be  welL 
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1.  Still  will  we  trust,  tho'  earth  seem  dark  and  dreary,     And  the  heart  faint    heneath  His  chastening 
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292  William  II.  Burleigh. 

2  Our  eyes  sec  dimly  till  by  faith  anointed. 

And  our  blind  choosing  brings  us  grief  and  pain; 
Through  Him  alone  who  hath  OUT  way  appointed 
We  find  our  peace  again. 


MAITLAND. 


BEARING    THE    CROSS. 
C.  M. 
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G.  N.  Allen. 
A. 


■ah     k4=^M^^tMJ    H    jlj-fl 


1.  Lord,     as      to    Thy  dear  cross     we    flee,    And  plead    to    be      for  -  given, 
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let      Thy  life  our    pat  -  tern    be,      And  form    our  souls  for      heaven. 
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/&y«3  John  H.  Gurnet. 

2  Help  us,  through  good  report  and  ill, 

Our  daily  cross  to  bear ; 
Like  Thee,  to  do  our  Father's  will, 
Our  brethren's  griefs  to  share. 

3  If  joy  shall  at  Thy  bidding  fly, 

And  grief's  dark  day  come  on, 
We  in  our  turn  would  meekly  cry, 
"  Father,  Thy  will  be  done." 

4  Should  friends  misjudge,  or  foes  defame, 

Or  brethren  faithless  prove, 
Then,  like  Thine  own,  be  all  our  aim 
To  conquer  them  by  love. 

5  Kept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife, 

Forgiving  and  forgiven, 
0  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life, 
And  follow  Thee  to  heaven. 


/^y4  Thomas  Shepherd. 

1  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 

And  all  the  world  go  free  ? 

No,  there's  a  cross  for  every  one, 

And  there's  a  cross  for  me. 

2  How  happy  are  the  saints  above, 

"Who  once  went  sorrowing  here ! 
But  now  they  taste  unmingled  love, 
And  joy  without  a  tear.  • 

3  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 

Till  death  shall  set  me  free; 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear, 
For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 

4  O  precious  cross !  O  glorious  crown ! 

O  resurrection  day ! 
Ye  angels,  from  the  stars  come  down. 
And  bear  my  soul  away. 


3  Choose  for  us,  Jjod,  nor  let  our  weak  preferring 

Cheat  our  poor  souls  of  good  Thou  hast  designed : 
Choose  for  us,  God  !  Thy  wisdom  is  unerring, 
And  we  are  fools  and  blind. 

4  So  from  our  sky  the  night  shall  furl  her  shadows, 

And  day  pour  gladness  through  its  golden  gates ; 
Our  rough  path  lead  to  flower-enamelled  meadows, 
Where  joy  our  coming  waits. 

5  Let  us  press  on  in  patient  self-denial, 

Accept  the  hardship,  shrink  not  from  its  loss ; 
Our  guerdon  lies  beyond  the  hour  of  trial, 
Our  crown  beyond  the  cross. 
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BEARING    THE    CROSS. 


OPAL.      8.7.  D. 
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295  Henbt  F.  Lyte. 

2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They  have  left  my  Saviour,  too; 
Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me, 

Thou  art  not,  like  man,  untrue; 
And  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  <>f  wisdom,  love,  and  might, 
Foes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  shun  me, 

Show  Thy  face  and  all  is  bright. 

3  Go  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure  ! 

( !ome  disaster,  Bcorn  and  pain  ! 
In  Thy  service,  pain  is  pleasure; 

With  Thy  favor,  loss  is  gain. 
I  have  called  Thee,  Abba,  Father; 

1  have  Btayed  my  heart  on  Thee; 
Storms  may  howl, and  clouds  may  gather, 

All  must  work  for  good  to  me. 

4  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast ; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 

Heaven  will  bring  me  -writer  rest 
O  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  Thy  love  is  lefl  to  me; 
O  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thee. 

296  Hi  m  F.  Lyte. 

1  Take,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation, 

Rise  o'er  -in,  and  fear,  and  ran-  ; 

.1  >y  to  find  in  every  station 
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to  do  or  bear. 


Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee ; 

What  a  Father's  smile  is  thine; 
What  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee; 

Child  of  heaven,  shouldst  thou  repine? 

2  Haste  thee  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith,  and  winged  by  prayer; 

Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee, 
God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 

Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 
Swift  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days, 

Hope  soon  change  to  glad  fruition. 
Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 

297  Moravian  Collection. 

1  Cross,  reproach,  and  tribulation, 

Ye  to  me  are  welcome  guests, 

When  1  have  this  consolation, 
That  my  soul  in  Jesus  rests. 

The  reproach  ^(  Christ  is  glorious; 
Those  who  here  His  burden  bear 

In  the  end  shall  prove  victorious, 
And  eternal  gladness  share. 

2  Bear,  then,  the  reproach  of  Jesus, 

Ye  who  live  a  life  of  faith ; 
Lift  triumphant  Bongs  and  praises, 

E'en  in  martyrdom  and  death. 
Bonds,  and  Btripes,  and  evil  story, 

Are  our  honorable  WO*  US  ; 
Fain  is  peace,  and  shame  is  glory. 
Gloomy  dungeons  are  as  thrones. 
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EVAN.      C.  M. 


Arr.  W.  II.  IIavergal. 
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298  William  H.  Bathttrst. 

2  That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 

Beneath  the  chastening  rod ; 
But,  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain, 
Will  lean  upon  its  God ; 

3  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 

When  tempests  rage  without ; 
That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt ; 

4  That  bears,  unmoved,  the  world's  dread 

Nor  heeds  its  scornful  smile  ;     [frown, 
That  seas  of  trouble  cannot  drown, 
Nor  Satan's  art  beguile. 

5  Lord,  give  us  such  a  faith  as  this, 

And  then,  whate'er  may  come, 
We'll  taste,  e'en  here,  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 

«99  Frances  R.  Hatergal. 

1  Increase  our  faith,  beloved  Lord  ! 

For  Thou  alone  canst  give 
The  faith  that  takes  Thee  at  Thy  word, 
The  faith  by  which  we  live. 

2  Increase  our  faith,  O  Lord,  we  pray 

That  we  may  not  depart 
From  Thy  commands,  but  all  obey, 
With  free  and  loyal  heart. 

3  Increase  our  faith,  that  never  dim, 

Or  trembling,  it  may  be,  [him 

Crowned  with  the  "  perfect  peace "  of 
"  Whose  mind  is  stayed  on  Thee." 
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4  Increase  our  faith,  that  unto  Thee 

More  fruit  may  still  abound  ; 

That  it  may  grow  "  exceedingly," 

And  to  Thy  praise  be  found. 

5  Increase  our  faith,  O  Saviour  dear, 

By  Thy  sweet  sovereign  grace, 
Till,  changing  faith  for  vision  clear, 
We  see  Thee  face  to  face. 

300  Frederick  W.  Faber. 

1  0  gift  of  gifts  !  0  grace  of  Faith  ! 

My  God,  how  can  it  be, 
That  Thou,  who  hast  discerning  love, 
Shouldst  give  that  gift  to  me  \ 

2  Ah  grace,  into  unlikeliest  hearts 

It  is  thy  boast  to  come ; 

The  glory  of  thy  light  to  find 

In  darkest  spots  a  home. 

3  How  can  they  live,  how  will  they  die, 

How  bear  the  cross  of  grief, 
Who  have  not  got  the  light  of  faith, 
The  courage  of  belief? 

4  The  crowd  of  cares,  the  weightiest  cross, 

Seem  trifles  less  than  light ; 
Earth  looks  so  little  and  so  low, 
AVhen  faith  shines  full  and  bright. 

5  Thy  choice,  0  God  of  goodness,  then 

I  lovingly  adore ; 
O  give  me  grace  to  keep  Thy  grace, 
And  grace  to  gain  it  more. 
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1.  Faith  adds  new  charms  to  earth-ly  DUBS,  And  BftT6fl  us  from  its  snares:  It  yields  support  in  all  our  toils, 
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And  softens    all     our   cares;  It  yields  support  in     all     our    toils.  And  sof- tens     all    our     cares. 


O  0  1  Isaac  Watts. 

2  The  wounded  conscience  knows  its  power 

The  healing  balm  to  give; 
That  balm  the  saddest  heart  can  cheer, 
And  make  the  dying  live. 

3  Faith  shows  the  promise  fully  sealed 

With  our  Redeemer's  blood* 

OLIVET.       6.4. 


It  helps  our  feeble  hope  to  rest 
Upon  a  faithful  God. 

4  There,  still  unshaken,  would  we  rest, 
Till  this  frail  body  dies, 

And  then,  on  faith's  triumphant  wing, 
To  endless  glory  rise. 

L.  Mason. 
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1.  My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Oal-va-ry,  Saviour  di -vine  !  Now  hear  me 

-P— ^F— •  P    g    ,  a — p_p_rp_  •  -m—i/—r  a — «-;,_,  c_. — 


^•jj;,  Iff    p  HE  •  p-  |w  |L    L  L  IL  .Tfe^ 


&E 


■H-h- 


13 


:ie  from  this  day,  Be  wholly  '1'liine. 

Nf^F  F-  C  p  F  I* l[ 


while    I    pray  ;  Take  all  my  guilt  a-way  ;  O     let  me  from  this  day,  Be  wholly  Thine. 

Iff-    |i     It    J 


dU/i  Rat  Palmer. 

2  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  ray  fainting  heart; 

My  z<-al  inspire ; 
As  Thou  bast  died  for  mo, 
( I  may  my  love  to  Thee 

Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 
A  living  lire. 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread 

And  griefs  around  me  spread, 
Be  Thoa  my  <  Snide  ; 


Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tear-  away 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 

4  When  ends  life's  transienl  dream, 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blesl  Saviour,  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distress  remove; 
0  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransomed  soul. 


BEDDOME 


CONFIDENCE     IN     GOD. 

C.  M. 
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A.  Davisson. 
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Te    trembling      souls,  dis  -  miss    your  fears  ;  Be    mer  -  cy 
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all   your  theme 
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con  -  tin   -    ued  stream. 


dOd  Benjamin  Beddome. 

1  Ye  trembling  souls,  dismiss  your  fears; 

Be  mercy  all  your  theme  ; 

Mercy,  which  like  a  river  flows 

In  one  continued  stream. 

2  Fear  not  the  powers  of  earth  and  hell ; 

God  will  these  powers  restrain  ; 
His  mighty  arm  their  rage  repel, 
And  make  their  efforts  vain. 

3  Fear  not  the  want  of  outward  good ; 

He  will  for  His  provide ; 
Grant  them  supplies  of  daily  food, 
And  give  them  heaven  beside. 

4  Fear  not  that  He  will  e'er  forsake 

Or  leave  His  work  undone ; 
He's  faithful  to  His  promises, 
And  faithful  to  His  Son. 

5  Fear  not  the  terrors  of  the  grave, 

Or  death's  tremendous  sting ; 
He  wTill  from  endless  wrath  preserve, 
To  endless  glory  bring. 

6  You,  in  His  wisdom,  power,  and  grace, 

May  confidently  trust ; 
His  wisdom  guides,  His  power  protects, 
His  grace  rewards  the  just. 

«304:  Philip  Doddridge. 

1  My  God,  the  covenant  of  Thy  love 
Abides  forever  sure ; 
And  in  its  matchless  grace  I  feel 
My  happiness  secure. 


2  Since  Thou,  the  everlasting  God, 

My  Father  art  become, 
Jesus  my  Guardian  and  my  Friend, 
And  heaven  my  final  home ; — 

3  I  welcome  all  Thy  sovereign  will, 

For  all  that  will  is  love ; 
And  when  I  know  not  what  Thou  dost, 
I  wait  the  light  above. 

4  Thy  covenant  in  the  darkest  gloom 

Shall  heavenly  rays  impart, 
And,  when  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
Sustain  my  fainting  heart. 

oUO  Moravian  Collection. 

1  Glory  to  God !  whose  witness-train, 

Those  heroes  bold  in  faith, 

Could  smile  on  poverty  and  pain, 

And  triumph  ev'n  in  death. 

2  O  may  that  faith  our  hearts  sustain, 

Wherein  they  fearless  stood, 
When,  in  the  power  of  cruel  men, 
They  poured  their  willing  blood. 

3  God  whom  we  serve,  our  God,  can  save 

Can  damp  the  scorching  flame, 
Can  build  an  ark,  can  smooth  the  wave, 
For  such  as  love  His  Name. 

4  Lord !  if  Thine  arm  support  us  still 

With  its  eternal  strength, 
We  shall  o'ercoine  the  mightiest  ill, 
And  conquerors  prove  at  length. 
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CONFIDENCE     IN     GOD. 


OWEN.       S.  M. 


J.   E.    SwEETSER. 


dUb  Paul  Gerhabdt  ;  J.  Wesley. 

2  Who  points  the  clouds  their  course, 

Whom  wind  and  seas  obey, 
He  shall  direct  thy  wandering  feet, 
lie  shall  prepare  thy  way. 

3  On  God  alone  rely  ; 

Then  safe  shalt  thou  go  on ; 
Fix  on  His  work  thy  steadfast  eye; 
Then  shall  thy  work  be  done. 

4  When  He  makes  bare  His  arm, 

What  shall  His  arm  withstand  ? 
When  Ilr  will  save  Ilisfriendsfromliarm, 
Who,  who  shall  stay  His  hand? 

5  He  hears  thy  softest  prayer, 

He  girdeth  thee  with  might; 
His  w<»rks  the  purest  blessings  are; 
Hia  ways,  the  purest  light, 

MARAH.       7.6. 


3  0  7  Paul  Geiuiardt  :  J.  Wesley. 

1  Give  to  the  winds  thy  fears; 

Hope,  and  be  undismayed  ; 
God  hears  thy  sighs,  and  counts  thy  tears ; 
God  shall  lift  up  thy  head. 

2  Through  waves  and  'clouds  and  storms, 

He  gently  clears  thy  way ; 
Wait  thou  His  time,  so  shall  this  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 

3  What  though  thou  rulest  not, 

Yet  heaven  and  earth  and  hell 
Proclaim,  God  sitteth  on  the  throne, 
And  ruleth  all  things  well. 

4  Far,  far  above  thy  thought 

His  counsel  shall  appear, 
When  fully  lie  the  work  hath  wrought 
That  caused  thy  needless  fear. 

S.  S.  Wesley. 
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1.  Why  restless,  why  so  weary,  My  soul,  why  so  cast  down  ?  Is  all  around  thee  dreary  ?  And  hath  the  cros^  no 
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3  0  O  Kyle's  Selection. 

2  Where  is  the  God  that  found  thee, 

Who  once  could  make  thee  glad? 

His  arms  are  still  around  thee, 
Then  wherefore  art  thou  sad? 

3  0  trust  the  Lord  who  bought  thee; 

O  trust  the  sinner's  Friend  ! 


The  wondrous  love  that  sought  thee 
Will  keep  thee  to  the  end; — 

'Twill  give  a  glorious  morrow 
To  this  thy  night  of  pain, 

And  make  thy  dews  of  sorrow 
Like  Bhining  after  rain. 


CONFIDENCE     IN     GOD. 
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TRUST.      8.6. 


E.   J.   IIOPKINS. 
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ho  -  ly     Sav-iour,  Friend  un-seen  !  Since  on  Thine  arm  Thou  bid'st  me  lean, 
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Help  me,  throughout    life's  va  -  rying  scene, 
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By 


uU9  Charlotte  Elliott. 

2  What  though  the  world  deceitful  prove, 
And  earthly  friends  and  hopes  remove  ; 
With  patient,  uncomplaining  love, 

Still  would  I  cling  to  Thee. 

3  Oft  when  I  seem  to  tread  alone 

Some  barren  waste  with  thorns  o'ergrown, 
A  voice  of  love,  in  gentlest  tone, 
Whispers,  "  Still  cling  to  Me  ! " 


CLIFFORD. 


C.  M. 


Though  faith  and  hope  awhile  be  tried, 
I  ask  not,  need  not,  aught  beside ; 
How  safe,  how  calm,  how  satisfied 
The  souls  that  cling  to  Thee ! 

Blest  is  my  lot,  whate'er  befall ; 
WhaJ  can  disturb  me,  who  appall, 
While,  as  my  Strength,  my  Rock,  my  All, 
Saviour,  I  cling  to  Thee  ? 


Arr.  from  H.  W.  Greatorex. 
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I.  .Re  -  joice,    be    -  liev  -  er, 


in      the     Lord,  Who  makes  your  cause  His  own  , 
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on    His    Word  Can    ne'er  be      o   -   ver  -  thrown. 

•*•   -0- .  -0-    n  -#■-«■  ■•-  • 

T 0~X T 1 


i 


ulU  John  Newton. 

2  Though  many  foes  beset  your  road, 

And  feeble  is  your  arm, 
Your  life  is  hid  with  Christ  in  God, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  harm. 

3  Weak  as  you  are,  you  shall  not  faint, 

Or,  fainting,  shall  not  die ; 
Jesus,  the  strength  of  every  saint, 
Will  aid  you  from  on  high. 


4  Though  sometimes  unperceived  by  sense, 

Faith  sees  Him  always  near, 
A  Guide,  a  Glory,  a  Defence ; 
Then  what  have  you  to  fear  ? 

5  As  surely  as  He  overcame, 

And  triumphed  once  for  you, 
So  surely  you  that  love  His  Name, 
Shall  triumph  in  Him  too. 
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PILGRIMAGE. 


ROCHELLE.      5.8. 


A.  Duese. 
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Till  our  rest  be    Avon 
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And  although  the  way  be  cheerless, 
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We  will  fol-low  calm  and  fearless  ;  Guide  us  by  Thy  hand 
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oil  N.  L.  ZlNZENDORF  !   J.  BORTHWICK. 

2   If  the  way  be  drear, 
If  the  foe  be  near, 
Let  not  faithless  fears  overtake  us, 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forsake  us; 
For,  through  many  a  foe, 


To 


home  we 


3  Jesus,  still  lead  on, 
Till  our  rest  be  won ; 
Heavenly  Leader,  still  direct  us, 
Still  support,  console,  protect  us 
Till  we  safely  stand 
In  our  Fatherland. 


GREENVILLE.      8.7.  D. 


ft 


J.  J.  Rousseau. 
Fine. 
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Call   Je    -  ho  -  vali    thy    sal  -  va  -  tion,  Rest    be  -  neath  the  Almighty's  shade  ; 

In     His  se  -  cret     hab  -  i  -   ta  -  tion  Dwell,  and  nev  -  er  be       dis  -  mayed  ; 

D.  c.  Guile  nor  vi  -    o  -  lence  can  harm  thee,  In         e    -   ter  -  nal  safe  -  guard  there. 
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There    no       tu  -  mult  can      a  -  larin  thee,  Thou  shalt  dread    no    hid  -  den   snare  ; 
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ulo  James  Montgomery. 

2  Thee,  tho1  winds  and  waves  are  swelling, 

God,  thy  I  lope,  Bhall  bear  through  all ; 

Plague  shall  nol  come  nigh  thy  dwelling, 

Thee   nO  e\  il   .shall    befall. 

He  shall  charge  Bis  angel  legions 
Watch  and  ward  o'er  thee  to  keep, 

Though thon  walkthrough  hostileregions, 
Though  in  desert  wilds  thou  sleep, 
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3  Since,  with  pure  and  firm  affection, 
Thou  on  God  liast  set  thy  love, 
With  the  wings  of  His  protection, 

He  will  shield  thee  from  above; 
Thou  shalt  call  on  Him  in  trouble, 

He  will  hearken,  He  will  save ; 
Sere,  for  grief  reward  thee  double. 

Crown  with  life  beyond  the  grave. 


PILGRIMAGE. 
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OLIPHANT.      8.7.4. 


Arr.  by  L.  Mason. 


Ut. 
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2d. 


1   J  Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Je  -  ho-vah,  Pilgrim  tliro'  this  barren    land  ; 

|     1     am  weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty,    \_Omil ]  Hold  me  with  Thy  powerful  hand; 
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Bread  of  heav-en,  Bread  of  heaven.  Feed  me  now  and  ev  -  er  -  more,     Feed  me  now  and  ev  -  er  more. 
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did  William  Williams. 

2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow  ; 
Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  ine  all  my  journey  through ; 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  Thou  still  my  Strength  and  Shield. 

RAPHAEL.      8.7.4. 
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3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside, 
Death  of  death  and  hell's  destruction. 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side ; 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 

E.  J.  HOPKLN'S. 
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1.  Shepherd  of  Thine  Israel,  lead  us,  Pilgrims  thro'  this  desert  land;  Thou  who  hast  from 
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bondage  freed  us,Gtiard  us  by  Thy  might  v  hand;  Dailv  feed  us,Till  we  reach  the  heav'nly  strand. 
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O  1  4r  JOSIAH   COXDER. 

2  As  Thou  didst  in  wondrous  manner 
Guide  Thy  chosen  flock  aright, 
Let  Thy  presence  be  our  banner, 
Cloud  by  day,  and  fire  by  night ; 

Thy  protection 
Be  our  shield,  Thy  Word  our  light. 


3  When  we  come  to  Death's  dark  river, 
Should  we  dread  the  swelling  tide, 
Death  of  death,  life's  Source  and  Giver, 
Bid  the  narrow  stream  divide ; 

Joyful  praises 
We  will  sing  on  Canaan's  side. 
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PILGRIMAGE. 


HANOVER.       io.ii. 


Arr.  from  Handel. 


Langers  af -fright,  Tho'  friends  should  all  fail,  and  foes  all  un 


1.  Tho'  troubles  as  -  sail,    and  dangers  af -fright,  Tho'  friends  should  all  fail,  and  foes  all  unite,  Yet 
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one  tiling  so  -  cures  as,  what-ev  -  er   be  -  tide,  The  Scripture  as-sures  us,  "  The  Lord  will  provide." 
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olO  John  Newton. 

2  When  Satan  appears  to  stop  up  our  path, 
And  fill  us  with  feare,  we  triumph  by  faith; 

lie  cannot  take  from  us,  though  oft  he 

has  tried,  [will  provide." 

This  heart-cheering  promise,  "The  Lord 

3  Xo  strength  of  our  own  or  goodness  we 

claim  ;  [u-ivat  Name, 

Yet,  since  we  have  known  the  Saviour's 

HE    LEADETH    ME.      L.  M.  D. 
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In  this  our  strong  tower  for  safety  we 

hide,  [provide." 

The  Lord  is  our  power,  "the  Lord  will 

4  When  life  sinks  apace,  and  death  is  in 

view,  [through ; 

This  word  of  His  grace  shall  comfort  us 

No  fearing  or  quailing  with  Christ  on 
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[provide."1 


Though  nature  be  failing,  "the  Lord  w  ill 


H.  N.  Bartlett. 
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1.  lie  lead   eth  me!  O  blessed  thought,  O  words  with  heavenly  comfort  fraught !  Whate'er  I  do,  wlu-r- 


h  i   i.i   , 


REFRAIN. 
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e'er     I    be,  Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead  -  eth  me.      lie   lead  -  eth  me,  He   lead  -  eth  mo,  By 
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Bh  own  band  H6  laadatll  ma ;  Hi-  faithful  follower  I  woald  bo,  For     by  Ilie  hand  He  lea<l-eth  mo. 
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HANDFORD. 


A.  S.  Sullivan. 


1.  Thro'  good  re  -  pert,  and     e  -  vil,  Lord,  Still  guided    by     Thy   faithful  Word, 
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Our    staff,     our    buck  -  ler, 
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and      our     sword, 


We       fol  -   low    Thee  ! 
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dlb  HORATITJS  BONAR. 

2  In  silence  of  the  lonely  night, 

In  the  full  glow  of  day's  clear  light, 
Through  life's  strange  windings,  dark  or 
brio-lit, 

We  follow  Thee ! 

3  Strengthened  by  Thee,  we  forward  go, 
'Mid  smile,  or  scoff,  of  friend  or  foe, 
Through  pain  or  ease,  through  jo  v  or  woe, 

We  follow  Thee! 

4  With  enemies  on  every  side, 
We  lean  on  Thee,  the  Crucified ; 
Forsaking  all  on  earth  beside, 

We  follow  Thee ! 

5  O  Master,  point  Thou  out  the  way, 
Nor  suffer  Thou  our  steps  to  stray ; 
Then  in  the  path  that  leads  to  day, 

We  follow  Thee ! 

6  Thou  hast  passed  on  before  our  face, 
Thy  footsteps  on  the  way  we  trace, 
O  keep  us,  aid  us  by  Thy  grace ; — 

We  follow  Thee ! 


7  Whom  have  we  in  the  heaven  above, 
Whom  on  this  earth,  save  Thee,  to  love  ? 
Still  in  the  light  we  onward  move, 
We  follow  Thee ! 

ol  /  John  Bowrlng. 

1  We  cannot  alway  trace  the  way 

Where  Thou,  our  gracious  Lord,  dost 
But  we  can  always  surely  say      [move ; 
That  God  is  love. 

2  When  fear  its  gloomy  cloud  will  fling 

O'er  earth,  our  souls,  to  heaven  above, 
As  to  their  sanctuary,  spring, 
For  God  is  love. 

3  When  cloud  hangs  o'er  our   darkened 

path,  [reprove ; 

We'll  check  our  dread,  each  doubt 
For  here  each  saint  sweet  comfort  hath, 
That  God  is  love. 

4  Yes,  Thou  art  love ;  a  truth  like  this, 

Can  every  gloomy  thought  remove, 
And  turn  our  tears  and  woes  to  bliss  ; — 
Our  God  is  love. 


dlo  J.  H.  GlLMORE. 

2  Sometimes,  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom, 
Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 
Bv  waters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea. 


Still  'tis  His  hand  that  leadeth 


Ref. 


Lord !  I  would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mine, 
Nor  ever  murmur  nor  repine ; 


Content,  whatever  lot  I  see, 
Since  'tis  mv  God  that  leadeth  me. 


Ref. 


And  when  my  task  on  earth  is  done. 
When  by  Thy  grace  the  victory's  won, 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I  will  not  flee, 
Since  God  thro'  Jordan  leadeth  me.  Ref. 
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GOSHEN.       ii. 


German  Melody. 
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eyes  that  are     wea  -  ry,   and  hearts  that  are  sore,         Look      off       un  -  to 

D.  s.  That  on  earth,  as    in 
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Je  -  sus,  and   sor-  row  no  more  ;    The      light   of  His  countenance  shineth  so  bright, 
heav-en,  there  need  be  no  night. 
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Unknown. 
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2  "Looking  off  unto  Jesus,"  our  spirits  are  blest ; 

In  the  world  we  have  turmoil,  in  Him  we  have  rest. 
The  sea  of  our  life  all  about  us  may  roar, 
When  we  look  unto  Jesus,  we  hear  it  no  more. 

3  "  Looking  off  unto  Jesus,"  O  may  we  be  found, 
When  the  waters  of  Jordan  encompass  us  round ; 
Let  them  bear  us  away,  in  His  presence  to  be; 
"lis  but  seeing  Him  nearer,  whom  always  we  see. 

4  Then,  then  shall  we  know  the  full  beauty  and  grace 
Of  Jesus  our  Lord,  when  we  stand  face  to  face; 

We  shall  know  how  His  love  went  before  us  each  day, 
And  wonder  that  ever  our  eyes  turned  away. 

320  James  Montgomery. 

1  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,  no  want  shall  I  know  ; 

1  feed  in  green  pastures,  safe-folded  I  rest ; 
He  leadeth  my  soul  where  the  still  waters  flow, 

Restores  me  when  wandering,  redeems  when  oppressed. 

2  Through  the  valley  and  shadow  of  death  though  I  stray, 

Since  Thou  art  my  Guardian,  no  evil  1  fear; 
Thy  rod  shall  defend  me,  Thy  stall'  be  m\   stay; 
No  harm  can  befall,  with  my  Comforter  near. 

3  In  the  midst  of  affliction  my  table  18  spread  ; 

With  blessings  unmeasured  my  cup  runneth  o'er; 
With  perfume  and  oil  Thou  anointesl  my  head; 

O  what  shall  I  ask  of  Thy  providence  more? 

4  Let  goodness  and  mercy,  my  bountiful  God, 

Still  follow  my  steps  till  1  meet  Thee  above; 
1  seek,  by  the  path  which  my  forefathers  trod 

Through  the  land  of  their  sojourn,  Thy  kingdom  of  love. 


PILGRIMAGE 
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PORTUGUESE    HYMN. 
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J.  Readeno. 
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1.  How  firm  a  founda  -  tion,  ye  saints  of  the  Lord,    Is   laid   for  your  faith   in    His 

St 

up , — ^_ 


-?*-*- 


ex  -  eel-lent  Word ;  What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  He  hath  said,  Who  un  -  to  the 


Saviour,  for  re  -  fuge  have  fled,  Who    un  -  to  the  Sav-iour  for  re-fuge  have  fled. 


m 


-r-r—m- 


■_#_r 

— 0— 4 


+£: 


f 


m 


£&±  George  Keith. 

2  "Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,  O  be  not 

dismayed,  [thee  aid ; 

For  I  am  thy  God,  and  will  still  give 
I'll  strengthen  thee,  help  thee,  and  cause 

thee  to  stand,  [hand. 

Upheld    by  My  righteous,  omnipotent 

3  "  When  through  the  deep  waters  I  call 

thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  not  overflow  ; 
For  I  will  be  with  thee  thy  trouble  to 

bless,  [tress. 

And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  dis- 

4  "  When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway 

shall  lie,  [suPPty  5 

My  grace,  all-sufficient,  shall  be  thy 
The  flame  shall  not  hurt  thee ;  I  only 

design  [refine. 

Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to 

5  "  The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  leaned  for 

repose 
I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes ; 


That  soul, though  all  hell  should  endeavor 

to  shake, 
I'll  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake." 

3  <d  a  Darby. 

1  Though  faint,  yet  pursuing,  we  go  on 

our  way,  [stay ; 

The  Lord  is  our  Leader,  His  Word  is  our 
Though  suffering  and  sorrow  and  trial 

be  near,  [we  fear? 

The  Lord  is  our  Refuge,  and  whom  can 

2  He  raiseth  the  fallen,  He  cheereth  the 

faint,  [their  complaint ; 

The  weak,  and  oppressed — He  will  hear 
The  way  may  be  weary,  and  thorny  the 

road,  [God  ? 

But  how  can  we  falter,  whose  help  is  in 

3  Though   clouds  may   surround  us,   our 

God  is  our  Light,  [is  our  Might ; 
Though  storms  rage  around  us,  our  God 
So  faint,  yet  pursuing,  still  onward  we 

come,  [home. 

The  Lord  is  our  Leader,  and  heaven  our 
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PRAYER 


SCHUMANN.       S.  M. 


R.  Schumann. 
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let      niv     voice   be      when      I     praise,     And  trust  -  ful  when 


mmmmmm 


s= 


pray 


O/^O  IIORATIUS  BONAR. 

2  True  words  of  grief  for  sin, 
Of  longing  to  be  free, 
Of  groaning  for  deliverance, 
And  likeness,  Lord,  to  Thee. 

ELLIOTT.      8.4. 


3  True  words  of  faith  and  hope, 
Of  godly  joy  and  grief ; 
Lord,  I  believe,  0  hear  my  cry, 

Help  Thou  mine  unbelief. 
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J.  B.  Dykes. 
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u<o4  Charlotte  Elliott. 

2  Blesl  is  thai  tranquil  hour  of  morn, 

And  blest  thai  solemn  hour  of  e\c. 
When,  on  the  wings  of  prayer  upborne. 
The  world  1  leave, 

3  Then  ia  my  Btrength  by  Thee  renewed; 

Then  are  my  sins  by  Thee  forgiven; 
Then  dosl  Thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hopes  of  heaven. 
•1   \o  words  can  tell  what  Bweel  relief 
I  [ere  for  my  every  waul  I  find  ; 


What    strength    for   warfare,   balm    for 
What  peace  of  mind.  [grief, 

5  Hashed  is  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear; 

My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay 
And  e'en  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 

6  Lord,  till  1  reach  thai  blissful  shore, 

No  prii  ilege  so  dear  shall  be, 

As  thus  my  inmost  BOul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  Thee, 


PRAYER. 
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ARMENIA.      C.  M. 


S.  B.  Pond. 
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325  James  Montgomery. 

2  Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 

The  falling  of  a  tear, 
The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye, 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

3  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 

That  infant  lips  can  try ; 
Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 

4  Prayer  is  the  contrite  sinner's  voice, 

Returning  from  his  ways, 
While  angels  in  their  songs  rejoice, 
And  cry,  "  Behold  he  prays !  " 

5  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 

The  Christian's  native  air ; 
His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death, 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

6  0  Thou,  by  whom  we  come  to  God, 

The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
The  path  of  prayer  Thyself  hast  trod ; 
Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray. 

o2b  John  A.  Wallace. 

1  There  is  an  eye  that  never  sleeps 

Beneath  the  wing  of  night: 
There  is  an  ear  that  never  shuts, 
When  sink  the  beams  of  light. 

2  There  is  an  arm  that  never  tires, 

When  human  strength  gives  way ; 
There  is  a  love  that  never  fails, 
When  earthly  loves  decay. 


3  That  eye  is  fixed  on  seraph  throngs ; 

That  arm  upholds  the  sky ; 
That  ear  is  filled  with  angel  songs ; 
That  love  is  throned  on  high. 

4  But  there's  a  power  which    man    can 

When  mortal  aid  is  vain,  [wield, 

That  eye,  that  arm,  that  love  to  reach, 
That  listening  ear  to  gain. 

5  That  power  is  prayer,  which  soars  on 

Through  Jesus,  to  the  throne,    [high, 

And  moves  the  hand  which  moves  the 

To  bring  salvation  down.  [world, 

0  till  Joseph  D.  Carltle. 

1  Lord,  when  we  bend  before  Thy  throne, 

And  our  confessions  pour, 
Teach  us  to  feel  the  sins  we  own, 
And  hate  what  we  deplore. 

2  Our  broken  spirits  pitying  see, 

And  penitence  impart ; 
Then  let  a  kindling  glance  from  Thee 
Beam  hope  upon  the  heart. 

3  When  we  disclose  our  wants  in  prayer, 

May  we  our  wills  resign, 
And  not  a  thought  our  bosoms  share 
Which  is  not  wholly  Thine. 

4  Let  faith  each  meek  petition  fill, 

And  waft  it  to  the  skies, 
And  teach  our  hearts  'tis  goodness  still, 
That  grants  it,  or  denies. 
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PRAYER. 


IRISH.       C.  M. 


I.  Smith. 
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1.  Dear  Ref  -  uge     of      my    wea  -  ry    soul,     On   Thee,  when  sor  -  rows  rise,     On 


Thee,  when  waves    of     troub  -  le      roll,     My       faint  -   ing    hope      re  -  lies. 
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uOO  Anne  Steele. 

2  To  Thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief, 

For  Thou  alone  canst  heal ; 
Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 
For  every  pain  1  feel. 

3  But,  O,  when  gloomy  doubts  prevail, 

I  fear  to  call  Thee  mine ; 
The  springs  of  comfort  seem  to  fail, 
And  all  my  hopes  decline. 

4  Yet,  gracious  God,  where  shall  I  flee? 

Thon  art  my  only  trust  ; 
And  still  my  soul  would  cleave  to  Thee, 
Though  prostrate  in  the  dust. 

5  Thy  mercy-seal  is  open  still; 

Here  let  my  soul  retreat; 
With  humble  hope  attend  Thy  will, 
And  wait  beneath  Thy  feet. 

0/3t7  Jane  Ckewd?on. 

1  There  is  no  sorrow,  Lord,  too  light 

To  bring  in  prayer  to  Thee; 
There  IS  DO  anxious  care  too  slight 
To  make  Thy  sympathy. 

2  Thou  who  had  trod  the  thorny  road 

Will  share  each  small  distress ; 
The  love  which  bore  the  greater  load 

Will   Hot    refuse  the   less. 

3  There  is  no  Becrei  sigh  we  breathe 

Bill  meets  Thine  ear  divine  ; 

And  every  cross  grows  light  beneath 
The  shadow,  Lord,  of  Thine. 


4  Life's  ills  without,  sin's  strife  within, 
The  heart  would  overflow, 
But  for  that  love  which  died  for  sin, 
That  love  which  wept  with  woe, 

330  Hymns  of  the  Spirit. 

1  As  darker,  darker,  fall  around 

The  shadows  of  the  night, 
We  gather  here,  with  hymn  and  prayer, 
To  seek  the  Eternal  Light. 

2  Father  in  heaven,  to  Thee  arc  known 

Our  many  hopes  and  fears, 
Our  heavy  weight  of  mortal  toil, 
Our  bitterness  of  tears. 

3  We  pray  Thee  for  our  absent  ones, 

Who  have  been  with  us  here; 
And  in  our  secret  heart  we  name 

The  distant  and  the  dear. 

4  For  weary  eyes,  and  aching  hearts. 

And  feet  that  from  Thee  rove, 
The  sick,  the  poor,  the  tried,  the  fall'n, 
AYe  pray  Thee,  God  of  love. 

5  We  pray  Thee  for  the  little  bark 

.lust  launched  upon  life's  sea  ; 
Are  not  the  depth-  of  parents'  love, 
O  Father  !   know  n  to  Thee  | 

8    We  bring  to  Thee  our  hopes  and  fears, 
And  at  Thy  footstool  stay  ; 
In  hope  that  Thou  who  lo\est  all 
Wilt  hear  us  SS  we  pray. 


PRAYER. 
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WOODSTOCK.     C.  M. 


D.   DUTTON. 
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1.  I      love     to  steal      a  -while     a -way    From    ev-ery    cum-bering      care, 


0 


w^m 


zc 


5— F 


22: 


-- 


i=^: 


^n* 


i    I 


ipps 


And     spend  the  hours     of       set  -  ting  day      In      hum  -  ble,  grate  -  f  nl      prayer. 
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331  Phcebe  H.  Brown. 

2  I  love  in  solitude  to  shed 

The  penitential  tear, 
And  all  His  promises  to  plead, 
"Where  none  but  God  can  hear. 

3  I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 

And  future  good  implore, 
And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 
On  Him  whom  I  adore. 

4  I  love  by  faith  to  take  a  view 

Of  brighter  scenes  in  heaven ; 
The  prospect  doth  my  strength  renew, 
While  here  by  tempests  driven. 

5  Thus,  when  life's  toilsome  day  is  o'er, 

May  its  departing  ray 
Be  calm  as  this  impressive  hour, 
And  lead  to  endless  day. 


OO/y  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quickening  powers ; 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 
In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise ; 
Hosannas  languish  on  our  tongues, 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

3  Father,  and  shall  we  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate, 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  Thee, 
And  Thine  to  us  so  great? 

4  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quickening  powers ; 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 


*i(j*j  Unknown. 

1  Sweet  is  the  prayer  whose  holy  stream 

In  earnest  pleading  flows  ; 
Devotion  dwells  upon  the  theme, 
And  warm  and  warmer  glows. 

2  Faith  grasps  the  blessing  she  desires ; 

Hope  points  the  upward  gaze ; 
And  Love,  celestial  Love,  inspires 
The  eloquence  of  praise. 


3  But  sweeter  far  the  still  small  voice, 

Unheard  by  human  ear, 
"When  God  has  made  the  heart  rejoice, 
And  dried  the  bitter  tear. 

4  No  accents  flow,  no  words  ascend ; 

All  utterance  faileth  there ; 
But  God  Himself  doth  comprehend 
And  answer  silent  prayer. 
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PRAYER 


BARTHOLDY.       L.  If. 


Arr.  from  Mendelssohn. 
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1.   Thou  Saviour,  from  Thy  throne  on  liitrli.    Enrobed  in    light  and    girt  with  power, 

a\  f  M1  mFh  ir  if  t  rrir   pp 


^ 


- : 


ii^ 


iiiS 


Dost  note  the  thought,  the  prayer,  the  sigh,  Of  hearts  that  love  the  tran  -  quil  hour. 
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334  Ray  Palmer. 

2  Oft  Thou  Thyself  didst  steal  away 
At  eventide,  from  labor  done, 
In  some  still  peaceful  shade  to  pray 
Till  morning  watches  were  begun. 

3  Thou  hast  not,  dearest  Lord,  forgot 
Tin   wrestlings  on  Judea's  hills; 

RETREAT.       L.  M. 


And  still  Thou  lov'st  the  quiet  spot 
Where  praise  the  lowly  spirit  rills. 

4  Now  to  our  souls,  withdrawn  awhile 
From  earth's  rude  noise,  Thy  face  reveal ; 
And  as  we  worship,  kindly  smile, 
And  for  Thine  own  our  spirits  seal. 

T.  Hastings. 
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<jOQ  Hugh  Stowell. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads ; 
A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet, 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

:}  There  is  a  spot  where  spirits  Mend, 
Where   friend    holds    fellowship   with 

friend, 
Tho'  Bundered  far.  by  faith  they  meel 
Around  the  common  mercy-seat. 
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seat. 
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4  Tliere,  there  on  eagle's  wings  we  Boar, 

And  time  and  sense  seem  all  no  more; 
And   Heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to 

greet. 

And  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

5  0,  may  my  hand  forget  her  skill, 

Mv  tongue  be  silent,  cold,  and  still, 
This  bounding  heart  forget  to  beat, 

If  1  forget  the  mercy-seat. 


PRAYER. 
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SHIRLAND.     S.  M. 
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S.  Stanley. 
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1.  Our   Lord,  Who  knows  full       well 
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Oob  John  Newton. 

1  Our  Lord,  Who  knows  full  well 

The  heart  of  every  saint, 

Invites  us  all  our  griefs  to  tell, 

To  pray,  and  never  faint. 

2  He  bows  His  gracious  ear, 

We  never  plead  in  vain  ; 
Yet  we  must  wait  till  He  appear, 
And  pray,  and  pray  again. 

3  Jesus  the  Lord  will  hear 

His  chosen  when  they  cry ; 
Yes,  though  He  may  awhile  forbear, 
He'll  help  them  from  on  high. 

4  His  nature,  truth,  and  love, 

Engage  Him  on  their  side ; 
When  they  are  grieved,  His  mercies  move 
And  can  they  be  denied  ? 

5  Then  let  us  earnest  cry, 

And  never  faint  in  prayer ; 
He  sees,  He  hears,  and,  from  on  high, 
Will  make  our  cause  His  care. 
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Unknown. 


1  The  Lord  be  with  us  now, 

As  here  again  we  meet, 
Assembling  at  the  close  of  day 
Around  His  mercy-seat. 

2  In  Jesus'  Name  we  come, 

To  offer  up  our  prayer, 
And  bowing  low  before  the  throne, 
We  crave  acceptance  there. 

3  Let  worldly  cares  be  gone; 

Bestow  a  heavenly  mind ; 
May  every  heart  and  every  tongue 
In  sweet  accord  be  joined. 

4  If  any  meet  us  here 

Who  ne'er  Thy  love  have  known, 
Draw  them,  O  Saviour,  unto  Thee, 
And  seal  them  for  Thine  own. 

5  Enfold  us  with  Thy  love, 

Thy  special  grace  impart. 
And  let  the  perfect  peace  of  God 
Abide  in  everv  heart. 


0  O  O  Samuel  Longfellow. 

1  Again,  as  evening's  shadow  falls. 
We  gather  in  these  hallowed  walls; 
And  vesper  hymn  and  vesper  prayer 
Rise  mingling  on  the  holy  air. 

2  May  struggling  hearts  that  seek  release 
Here  find  the  rest  of  God's  own  peace ; 
And,  strengthened  here  by  hymn  and 

prayer, 
Lav  down  the  burden  and  the  care. 


3  O  God,  our  Light !  to  Thee  we  bow ; 
Within  all  shadows  standest  Thou ; 
Give    deeper     calm     than     night    can 

bring ; 
Give  sweeter  songs  than  lips  can  sing. 

4  Life's  tumult  we  must  meet  again, 
We  cannot  at  the  shrine  remain ; 
But,  in  the  spirit's  secret  cell, 

May  hymn  and  prayer  for  ever  dwell. 
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W.  Tansttr. 
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2  But  yet  how  much 

How  much  renewed  must  be, 
Ere  we  can  fully  stand  complete 
In  likeness,  Lord,  to  Thee ! 

3  Whate'er  would  tempt  the  soul  to  stray, 

Or  separate  from  Thee, 
That,  Lord,  remove,  however  dear 
To  our  poor  hearts  it  be  ! 

4  When   flesh   declines,   then    strengthen 

The  spirit  from  above;  [Thou 

Make  us  to  feel  Thy  service  sweet, 
And  light,  Thy  yoke  of  love. 

5  So  Bball  we  faultless  stand  at  last 

Before  Thy  Father's  throne  ; 
The  blessedness  for  ever  ours, 
The  glory  all  Thine  own. 

34:0  IIcmATIUS  BONAR. 

1  Come,  mighty  Spirit,  penetrate 

This  heart  and  soul  of  mine  ; 
And  my  whole  being  with  Thy  grace 
Pervade,  O  Life  divine. 

2  As  from  the  clouds,  drops  down  in  love 

The  precious  Bummer  rain, 
S.»  from  Thyself  pour  down  the  flood 
That  freshens  all  again. 

3  Tims  life  within  our  lifeless  hearts 

Shall  make  its  glad  abode ; 
And  we  Bhall  shine  iii  beauteous  light, 
Filled  with  the  light  of  God. 
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Thou  hast  made  new. 

34:1  Benjamin  Cleveland. 

1  O  could  I  find,  from  day  to  day, 

A  nearness  to  my  God, 
Then  would  my  hours  glide  sweet  away, 
While  leaning  on  His  word. 

2  Lord,  I  desire  with  Thee  to  live 

Anew  from  day  to  day, 
In  joys  the  world  can  never  give, 
Nor  ever  take  away. 

3  0  Saviour,  come,  and  rule  my  heart, 

And  make  me  wholly  Thine, 
That  I  may  never  more  depart, 
Nor  grieve  Thy  love  divine. 

342  Unknown. 

1  O  Lord,  our  wilful  minds  control, 

And  make  us  pure  within  ; 
Purge  more  and  more  the  inmost  soul 
l'Vom  lurking  thoughts  of  sin. 

2  Let  not  the  world  with  spot  or  soil 

Our  secret  heart  defile  ; 
Nor  Satan  round  our  spirit  coil 
His  chain  of  fraud  and  guile. 

3  Be  ours  the  Messed  lot  of  those, 

Who  every  evil  flee ; 

Whose  holy  converse  clearly  shows 

<  lommunion  full  with  Thee  ; — 

4  That  when  Thou  shalt  in  might  appear, 

We  may  Thy  grace  declare, 

And  thence  thro'  heaven's  eternal  year 
Thy  glorious  kingdom  share. 
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W.  Arnold. 
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34:3  Unknown. 

1  I  would  not  wish  to  dwell  on  earth, 

Though  earth  were  all  my  own, 
And  mortal  men  should  homage  yield 
To  me,  and  me  alone. 

2  I  would  not  wish  in  heaven  to  dwell, 

And  like  a  seraph  shine ; 
Though  bliss  is  there,  without  a  tear, 
And  all  that  bliss  were  mine. 

3  But  I  would  dwell  where  most  I  may- 

Fulfill  my  Saviour's  will ; 
My  only  wish,  in  life,  in  death, 
To  glorify  Him  still. 

4  While  action  may  His  praise  reveal, 

My  cheerful  act  I'd  pay ; 
When  suff'ring  best  may  please  my  Lord, 
By  suff'ring  I'd  obey. 

It  is  not  place — above,  below — 
My  bliss,  my  heaven  can  be ; 

To  live  for  Him  who  died  for  man, 
O,  that  is  life  to  me ! 

344:  Charles  Wesley. 

1  O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free, 
A  heart  that's  sprinkled  with  the  blood 
So  freely  shed  for  me ! 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne ; 
Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone  ! 


3  An  humble,  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean ; 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  Him  that  dwells  within. 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  full  of  love  divine, 
Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  Thine. 

34:5  Thomas  H.  Gill. 

1  O    wherefore,   Lord,   doth    Thy  dear 

But  tremble  on  my  tongue  ?      [praise 
Why  lack  my  lips  the  skill  to  raise 
A  full,  triumphant  song  ? 

2  O  make  me,  Lord,  Thy  statutes  learn; 

Keep  in  Thy  ways  my  feet ; 
Then  shall  my  lips  divinely  burn ; 
Then  shall  my  songs  be  sweet. 

3  Each  sin  I  cast  away  shall  make 

My  soul  more  strong  to  soar; 
Each  work  I  do  for  Thee  shall  wake 
A  strain  divine  the  more. 

4  My  voice  shall  more  delight  Thine  ear, 

The  more  I  wait  on  Thee ; 
Thy  service  bring  my  song  more  near 
The  angelic  harmony. 

5  0  when  shall  perfect  holiness 

Make  this  poor  voice  divine, 
And  all  harmonious  heaven  confess 
No  sweeter  song  than  mine  ? 
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34  O  Philip  Doddridge. 

1  My  gracious  Lord,  I  own  Thy  right 
To  every  service  I  can  pay, 

An<l  call  it  my  supreme  delight 
To  hear  Thy  dictates  and  obey. 

2  What  is  my  being  but  for  Thee, 
Its  sure  support,  its  noblest  end, 
Thine  ever-smiling  face  to  see, 

And  serve  the  cause  of  such  a  Friend? 

3  I  would  not  breathe  for  worldly  joy, 
Or  to  increase  my  worldly  good ; 
Nor  future  days  nor  powers  employ 
To  spread  a  sounding  name  abroad. 

4  "Ila  to  my  Saviour  I  would  live, 
To  Him  who  for  my  ransom  died; 
Nor  could  the  bowers  of  Eden  give 
Such  bliss  as  blossoms  at  His  side. 

5  His  work  my  hoary  age  shall  bless, 
When  youthful  vigor  is  no  more; 
And  my  last  hour  of  life  confess 
His  dying  love,  His  saving  power. 

34:7  John  F.  Oberltn. 

j  <>  Lord,  Thy  heavenly  grace  impart, 

And  fix  my  frail,  inconstant  heart  ; 
Henceforth  my  chief  delight  shall  be 
To  dedicate  myself  to  Thee, 

2    WliateVr  pursuits  my  time  employ, 
One  thought  shall  fill  my  soul  with  joy  ; 
That  silent,  secret  thought  shall  be. 
Thai  all  my  hopes  are  fixed  on  Thee. 


3  Thy  glorious  eye  pervadeth  space ; 
Thy  presence,  Lord,  fills  every  place : 
And,  wheresoe'er  my  lot  may  be, 
Still  shall  my  spirit  cleave  to  Thee. 

4  Renouncing  every  worldly  thing, 

And  safe  beneath  Thy  sheltering  wing, 
My  sweetest  thought  henceforth  shall  be, 
That  all  I  want  1  find  in  Thee. 

348  Mrs.  M.  J.  COTTERILL 

1  ()  Thou,  who  hast  at  Thy  command, 
The  hearts  of  all  men  in  Thy  hand, 
Our  wayward,  erring  hearts  incline 
To  have  no  other  will  but  Thine. 

2  Our  wishes,  our  desires  control ; 
Mould  every  purpose  of  the  soul ; 
O'er  all  may  we  victorious  be, 

That  stands  between  ourselves  and  Thee. 

3  Twice  blest  will  all  our  blessings  be, 
When  we  can  look  through  them  to  Thee, 
When  each  glad  heart  its  tribute  pays 
Of  love,  and  gratitude,  and  praise. 

4  Still  make  us,  when  temptation's  near, 
As  our  worst  foe  ourselves  to  fear, 
And  each  vainglorious  thought  to  quell ; 
Teach  us  how  reter  rowed  and  fell. 

5  Yet  may  we,  feeble,  weak,  and  frail, 
Against  our  mightiest  foes  prevail; 

Thy  Word,  our  safety  from  alarm, 
Our  strength,  Thine  everlasting  arm. 


HOLINESS    AND     CONSECRATION. 


145 


SACRIFICE.       L.  M. 


1.  Not  by    the  mar  -  tyr's  death   a  -  lone,      O  Lord,  Thy  saints  their  crown  have  won  ; 
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2  What  tho'  Thy  saints  escaped  the  cross, 
The  flame,  the  beast,  the  torturer's  force  ? 
Yet  self-condemned  to  sin  they  died ; 
The  flesh  they  daily  crucified. 

3  What  though  they  were  not  called  to  feel 
The  lash,  the  dungeon,  or  the  wheel, 
Nor  e'en  a  martyr's  pains  to  prove  1 
Thou  gavest  them  a  martyr's  love. 

GREENWOOD.      S.  M. 


4  When  self-control  the  flesh  subdues, 
And  faith  the  wayward  soul  imbues, 
Love,  with  her  torchlight  from  the  skies, 
Shall  fire  the  holy  sacrifice. 

5  Lord,  grant  us  so  to  Thee  to  turn, 
That  we  to  die  through  life  may  learn, 
And  when  this  fleeting  life  is  o'er 
May  live  with  Thee  for  evermore. 


ti^]   ilJ,lJ^ 
^ii.^l'.gLg|J:>=*- 


:^• 


5*ra 


ii,  i  l 


Jul"*- 


&: 


J.  E.    SWEETSER. 


1.  And  will  the  mighty  God, Whom  heaven  cannot  contain,  Make  me  His  temple  and  ahode,  And  in  me  live  and 
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u50  George  Rawson. 

2  Come,  Spirit  of  the  Lord, 

Teacher  and  heavenly  Guide  ! 
Be  it  according  to  Thy  Word, 
And  in  my  heart  reside. 

3  Make  it  my  highest  bliss 

Thy  blessed  fruits  to  know ; 
Thy  joy,  and  peace,  and  gentleness, 
Goodness,  and  faith,  to  show. 

4  Be  it  my  greatest  fear 

Thy  holiness  to  grieve  ; 
Walk  in  the  Spirit  even  here, 
And  in  the  Spirit  live. 


OOl  John 

1  Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart, 

For  they  shall  see  our  God ; 
The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  theirs ; 
Their  soul  is  His  abode. 

2  Still  to  the  lowly  soul 

He  doth  Himself  impart, 
And  for  His  temple  and  His  throne 
Selects  the  pure  in  heart. 

3  Lord,  we  Thy  presence  seek, 

May  ours  this  blessing  be ; 
O  give  the  pure  and  lowly  heart, — 
A  temple  meet  for  Thee. 
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So /O  Charles  Weslet. 

2  A  rest,  where  all  our  soul's  desire 

Is  fixed  on  things  above ; 
Where  fear  and  sin  and  grief  expire, 
Cast  out  by  perfect  love. 

3  O  that  I  now  the  rest  might  know, 

Believe,  and  enter  in  ! 

SERENITY.       C.  M. 
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Now,  Father,  now  the  power  bestow, 
And  let  me  cease  from  sin. 

4  Remove  all  hardness  from  my  heart, 
All  unbelief  remove; 
To  me  the  rest  of  faith  impart, 
The  Sabbath  of  Thy  love. 


W.  V.  Wallace. 


Sav  -  iour,  may    we     nev  -  er   rest      Till  Thou     art  formed  with-in 
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2  O  mav  we  gaze  upon  Thy  cross, 
Until  the  wondrous  sight 
Mak<-  earthly  treasures  seem  but  dross, 
And  earthly  Borrows  lighl ; — 

'.\  Until,  released  from  carnal  ties, 
Our  spirit  upward  springs, 


And  sees  true  peace  above  the  skies, 
True  joy  in  heavenly  things. 

4  There,  as  we  gaze,  may  we  become 
United,  Lord,  to  Thee ; 
And  in  a  fairer,  happier  home 
Thy  perfect  beauty  sec. 
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Arr.  from  Mendelssohn. 
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o54  James  F.  Clarke. 

1  Father,  to  us  Thy  children,  humbly  kneeling, 

Conscious  of  weakness,  ignorance,  sin,  and  shame, 
Give  such  a  force  of  holy  thought  and  feeling, 
That  we  may  live  to  glorify  Thy  Name ; 

2  That  we  may  conquer  base  desire  and  passion, 

That  we  may  rise  from  selfish  thought  and  will, 
O'ercome  the  world's  allurement,  threat,  and  fashion, 
Walk  humbly,  gently,  leaning  on  Thee  still. 

3  Let  all  Thy  goodness  by  our  minds  be  seen, 

Let  all  Thy  mercy  on  our  souls  be  sealed  ; 
Lord,  if  Thou  wilt,  Thy  power  can  make  us  clean ; 
But  speak  the  word,  Thy  servants  shall  be  healed. 


dOD  Unknown. 

1  O  For  a  heart  of  calm  repose 

Amid  the  world's  loud  roar, 
A  life  that  like  a  river  flows 
Along  a  peaceful  shore. 

2  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  still  my  heart 

With  gentleness  divine ; 
Indwelling  peace  Thou  canst  impart; 
O  make  that  blessing  mine. 

3  Above  these  scenes  of  storm  and  strife 

There  spreads  a  region  fair ; 
Give  me  to  live  that  higher  life, 
And  breathe  that  heavenly  air. 

4  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  breathe  that  peace, 

That  victory  make  me  win  ; 
Then  shall  my  soul  her  conflict  cease, 
And  find  a  heaven  within. 


3  O  6  William  H.  Hurlbut. 

1  My  God,  in  life's  most  doubtful  hour, 

In  sharpest  pains  of  death, 
Who  waits  on  Thee  hath  peace  and  power, 
Thou  present  help  of  faith  ! 

2  Help  me,  O  God,  to  seek,  to  win, 

Through  struggles  and  through  prayer, 
The  faith  which  frees  my  soul  from  sin, 
And  brings  Thy  blessing  there. 

3  So  shall  my  cross  of  conquered  shame 

My  fainting  brothers  raise, 

So  Thy  triumphant  mercy  flame 

Around  my  path  of  praise. 

4  And  earth,  with  all  its  pains  and  toil, 

By  love's  pure  presence  blest, 
Shall  wear  the  calm  celestial  smile 
Of  heaven's  eternal  rest. 
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o57  Anne  Steele. 

2  This  can  my  every  care  control, 

Gild  each  dark  scene  with  light; 
This  is  the  sunshine  of  the  soul; 
Without  it  all  is  night. 

3  O  happy  scenes  above  the  sky, 

Where  Thy  full  beams  impart 
Unclouded  beauty  to  the  eye, 
And  rapture  to  the  heart! 

4  Her  portion  in  those  realms  of  bliss, 

My  spirit  longs  to  know; 
My  wishes  terminate  in  this, 
Nor  can  they  rest  below. 

5  Lord,  shall  the  breathings  of  my  heart 

Aspire  in  vain  to  Thee  ? 
Confirm  my  hope,  that  where  Thou  art 
I  shall  forever  be. 

G  Then  shall  my  cheerful  spirit  sing 
The  darksome  hours  away, 
And  rise,  on  faith's  expanded  wing, 
To  everlasting  day. 

358  John  Chandler. 

1  When  earth's  fierce  tempest  o'er  us  rolls, 

( >wr  hope  is  in  the  skies  ; 
To  Thee,  O  God,  we  lift  our  souls, 

And  heave  our  frequent  sighs. 

2  Thou  dosl  a  Father's  aid  afford, 

Before  the  prayer  is  made  ; 

Iii  all  our  weakness,  gracious  Lord, 

Thy  strength  is  full  displayed. 


3  The  sufferings  that  our  souls  oppress, 

Thy  mightier  hand  shall  cure; 
And  Thine  avenging  arm  redress 
The  wrongs  we  now  endure. 

4  O  then,  what  full  success  shall  smile 

On  all  our  labors  past  ! 
Who  would  not  gladly  weep  awhile 
To  reap  such  joys  at  last  '. 

Ou9  Alexander  R.  Thompson. 

1  O  Thou,  whose  filmed  and  failing  eye, 

Ere  yet  it  closed  in  death, 
Beheld  Thy  mother's  agony, 
The  shameful  cross  beneath  ; 

2  Remember  them,  like  her,  thro'  whom 

The  sword  of  grief  is  driven, 
And  O,  to  cheer  their  cheerless  gloom, 
Be  Thy  dear  mercy  given. 

3  Let  Thine  own  word  of  tenderness 

Drop  on  them  from  above; 
Its  music  shall  the  lone  heart  bless, 
Its  touch  shall  heal  with  love. 

4  0  Son  of  Mary,  Son  of  God, 

The  way  of  mortal  ill, 
By  Thy  blest  feet  in  triumph  trod, 
Our  feet  are  treading  still. 

5  But  not  with  strength  like  Thine,  we  go 

This  dark  and  dreadful  way  ; 
As  Thou  wert  strengthened  in  Thy  woe, 

So  strengthen  us,  we  pray. 
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GRACE   CHURCH.     L.  M. 


Arr.  from  Pletel. 
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1.  Thy  will  be  done!     I     will    not   fear      The  fate  pro  -  vid  -  ed     by    Thy  love 
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360  J.  Roscoe. 

1  Thy  will  be  done  !  I  will  not  fear 
The  fate  provided  by  Thy  love ; 

Tho'  clouds  and  darkness  shroud  me  here, 
I  know  that  all  is  bright  above. 

2  The  stars  of  heaven  are  shining  on, 
Though  these  frail  eyes  are  dimmed  with 

tears ; 
The  hopes  of  earth  indeed  are  gone, 
But  are  not  ours  the  immortal  years? 

3  Father,  forgive  the  heart  that  clings, 
Thus  trembling,  to  the  things  of  time ; 
And  bid  my  soul,  on  angel  wings, 
Ascend  into  a  purer  clime. 

4  There  shall  no  doubts  disturb  its  trust, 
No  sorrows  dim  celestial  love ; 

But  these  afflictions  of  the  dust, 
Like  shadows  of  the  night,  remove. 

5  E'en  now,  above,  there's  radiant  day, 
While  clouds  and  darkness  brood  below; 
Then,  Father,  joyful  on  my  way 

To  serve  thy  gracious  will  I  go. 


361  C  F.  Richter  :  J.  Wesley. 

1  Thou  Lamb  of  God,  Thou  Prince  of 

Peace, 
For  Thee  my  thirsty  soul  doth  pine ; 
My  longing  heart  implores  Thy  grace ; 
O  make  me  in  Thy  likeness  shine. 

2  When  pain  o'er  my  weak  flesh  prevails, 
With  steadfast  patience  arm  my  breast ; 
"When  grief  my  wounded  soul  assails, 
In  lowly  meekness  may  I  rest. 

3  Close  by  Thy  side  still  may  I  keep, 
Howe'er  life's  various  currents  flow ; 
With  steadfast  eye  mark  every  step, 
And  follow  Thee  where'er  Thou  go. 

4  Thou,  Lord,  the  dreadful  fight  hast  won  ; 
Alone  Thou  hast  the  wine-press  trod ; 
In  me  Thy  strengthening  grace  be  shown; 
O  may  I  conquer  through  Thy  blood. 

5  So,  when  on  Zion  Thou  shalt  stand, 
And  all  heaven's  host  adore  their  King, 

.   Shall  I  be  found  at  Thy  right  hand, 
And,  free  from  pain,  Thy  glories  sing. 


362 


James  Montgomery. 


0  who,  in  such  a  world  as  this, 

Could  bear  His  lot  of  pain, 
Did  not  one  radiant  hope  of  bliss 

Unclouded  yet  remain  ? 

That  hope  the  sovereign  Lord  has  given 
Who  reigns  above  the  skies ; 

Hope,  that  unites  the  soul  to  heaven, 
By  faith's  endearing  ties. 


Each  care,  each  ill  of  mortal  birth, 

Is  sent  in  pitying  love, 
To  lift  the  lingering  heart  from  earth, 

And  speed  its  flight  above. 

And  every  pang  that  wrings  the  breast, 

And  every  joy  that  dies, 
Bid  us  to  seek  a  purer  rest, 

And  trust  to  holier  ties. 
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J.  E.  Gould. 
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Father,  hum  -  bly    we      re  -  pose  Our  souls  on  Thee,  who  dwell'st  a  -  bove  ; 
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And  bless  Thee  for  the  peace  which  flows  From  faith  in  Thine  en  -  cir  -  cling  love 
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000  William  Gaskell. 

2  Though  every  earthly  trust  may  break, 
Infinite  might  belongs  to  Thee; 
Though  every  cart  lily  friend  forsake, 
Unchangeable  Thou  still  wilt  be. 

3  Though  clouds  may  gather  darkly  round, 
They  cannot  veil  us  from  Thy  sight; 
Tlmugh  vain  all  human  aid  be  found, 
Thou  every  grief  canst  turn  to  light. 

4  All  things  Thy  wise  designs  fulfil, 
In  earth  beneath,  and  heaven  above; 
And  good  breaks  out  from  every  ill, 
Through  faith  in  Thine  encircling  love. 

364  Unknown. 

1  Why  should  I  murmur  or  repine, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  who  bled  for  me  ? 


WARING. 


C.  M.  6  lines. 

I      I 


What    arc    my    griefs    compared    with 

Thine, 
Thy  tears,  Thy  groans,  Thine  agony! 

2  If  Thou  the  furnace  dost  employ, 
Thou  sittest  as  refiner  near, 

To  purge  away  the  base  alloy, 

Till  Thine  own  image  bright  appear. 

3  Though  oft  Thy  way  is  in  the  sea, 
Thy  footsteps  in  the  winged  storm  ; 
Though  crested  billows  threaten  me, — 
Love  slumbers  in  their  frowning  form. 

4  Submissive  would  I  kiss  the  rod, 
Needful  each  stroke,  I  humbly  own  ; 
Help  me  to  trusl  Thee,  (»  my  God, 

If  now  Thy  wisdom  be  unknown. 

J.  B.  Dykes. 


father,  I  know  that  all  my  life  Is  portioned  out  forme  ;  The  changes  thai  will  surely 
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come,]  do  not  fear  to  see;    I    ask  Thee  for  a  present  mind,  Intent  on  pleasing  Thee. 
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R.  Redhead. 
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1.  Heavenly    Fa  -  tker,  to    whose    eye       Fu  -  ture    tilings  un  -  fold  -   ed      lie, 
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Through  the  des  -  ert  where      I      stray,     Let     Thy  coun  -  sels  guide    my    way. 
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3  DO  JOSIAH  CONDEK. 

2  Leave  me  not,  for  flesh  is  frail, 
Where  fierce  trials  would  assail ; 
Leave  me  not  in  darkened  hour, 
To  withstand  the  tempter's  power. 

3  Lord,  uphold  me  day  by  day; 
Shed  a  light  upon  my  way ; 

Guide  me  through  perplexing  snares  ; 
Care  for  mc  in  all  my  cares. 

4  Should  Thy  wisdom,  Lord,  decree 
Trials  long  and  sharp  for  me, 
Pain  or  sorrow,  care  or  shame, — 
Father,  glorify  Thy  Name. 

5  Let  me  neither  faint  nor  fear, 
Feeling  still  that  Thou  art  near ; 
In  the  course  my  Saviour  trod, 
Tending  home  to  Thee,  my  God. 


ODD  Wiixiam  F.  Llotd. 

1  Wait,  my  soul,  upon  the  Lord, 

To  His  gracious  promise  flee, 
Laying  hold  upon  His  word ; — 

"  As  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be.' 

2  If  the  sorrows  of  thy  case 

Seem  peculiar  still  to  thee, 
God  has  promised  needful  grace ; — 
"  As  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be.' 

3  Days  of  trial,  days  of  grief, 

In  succession  thou  may  est  see ; 
This  is  still  thy  sweet  relief ; — 

"  As  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be.1 

4  Rock  of  Ages !  I'm  secure, 

With  Thy  promise,  full  and  free, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure  ; — 

"  As  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be.' 


OD/  Anna  L.  Waring. 

2  I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 

That  hurries  to  and  fro, 
Seeking  for  some  great  thing  to  do, 

Or  secret  thing  to  know ; 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child, 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

3  Wherever  in  the  world  I  am, 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts, 


To  keep  and  cultivate ; 
A  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 
For  Him  on  whom  I  wait. 

I  ask  Thee  for  the  daily  strength, 
To  none  that  asked  denied, 

A  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life, 
While  keeping  at  Thy  side; 

Content  to  fill  a  little  space, 
If  Thou  be  glorified. 
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W.  A.  Mozart. 


1.  How  shall  I   fol  -  low  Him     I    serve  ? 
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Nor  from  those  blessed  footsteps  swerve,  Which  lead  me  to    His    seat    a  -  Love  ? 
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ODO  JOSIAH   CONDER. 

2  Privations,  sorrows,  bitter  scorn, 
The  life  of  toil,  the  mean  abode, 

The  faithless  kiss,  the  crown  of  thorn, — 
Are  these  the  consecrated  road  ? 

3  'Twas  thus  lie  suffered,  though  a  Son, 
Foreknowing,  choosing,  feeling  all; 
Until  the  perfect  work  was  done, 
And  drunk  the  bitter  cup  of  gall. 

4  To  faint,  to  grieve,  to  die  for  me, 
Thou  earnest; — not  Thyself  to  please; 
And  dear  as  earthly  comforts  be, 
Shall  I  not  love  Thee  more  than  these  ? 

5  Yes,  1  would  count  them  all  but  loss, 
To  gain  the  notice  of  Thine  eve  ; 
Flesh  shrinks  and  trembles  at  the  cross, 
But  Thou  canst  give  the  victory. 

NAOMI.       C.  M. 
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db9  William  C.  Bryant. 

1  Deem  not  that  they  are  blest  alone, 
Whose  lives  a  peaceful  tenor  keep ; 
For  God,  who  pities  man,  hath  shown 
A  blessing  for  the  eyes  that  weep. 

2  The  light  of  smiles  shall  fill  again 
The  lids  that  overflow  with  tears; 
And  weary  hours  of  woe  and  pain 
Are  promises  of  happy  years. 

3  Nor  let  the  good  man's  trust  depart, 
Though  life  its  common  gifts  deny; 
Though  with  a  pierced  and  broken  heart, 
And  spurned  of  men,  he  goes  to  die. 

4  For  God  has  marked  each  Borrowing  day, 
And  numbered  every  secret  tear. 

And  heaven's  long  age  of  bliss  shall  pay, 
For  all  His  children  Buffer  here. 

L.  Mason. 
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ST.   JUDE.      6.  D. 
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1.  My      Sav-iour,    as    Thou  wilt ;  O      may  Thy  will    be  mine  ;   In    -   to    Thy 
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O  7  0  B.  Schmolke  :  J.  Borthwick. 

2  My  Saviour,  as  Thou  wilt ; 

Though  seen  through  many  a  tear, 
Let  not  my  star  of  hope 

Grow  dim  or  disappear ; 
Since  Thou  on  earth  hast  wept, 

And  sorrowed  oft  alone, 
If  I  must  weep  with  Thee, 
My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done. 
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3  My  Saviour,  as  Thou  wilt ; 

All  shall  be  well  for  me ; 
Each  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  Thee ; 
Straight  to  my  home  above 

I  travel  calmly  on, 
And  sing  in  life  or  death. 

"  My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! " 


d71  Anne  Steele. 

2  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 

From  every  murmur  free  ; 
The  blessings  of  Thy  grace  impart, 
And  make  me  live  to  Thee. 

3  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  Thou  art  mine 

My  life  and  death  attend ; 
Thy  presence  thro'  my  journey  shine, 
And  crown  my  journey's  end. 

Si  a  James  D.  Burns. 

1  O  Thou,  whose  sacred  feet  have  trod 

The  thorny  path  of  woe, 
Forbid  that  I  should  slight  the  rod 
Or  faint  beneath  the  blow. 

2  Give  me  the  spirit  of  Thy  trust 

To  suffer  as  a  son. 


To  say,  though  lying  in  the  dust, 
My  Father's  will  be  done. 

3  I  know  that  trials  work  for  ends 

Too  high  for  sense  to  trace, 
That  oft  in  dark  attire  He  sends 
Some  embassy  of  grace. 

4  May  none  depart  till  I  have  gained 

The  blessing  which  it  bears, 
And  learn,  though  late,  I  entertain 
An  angel  unawares. 

5  So  shall  I  bless  the  hour  that  sent 

The  mercy  of  the  rod, 
And  build  an  altar  by  the  tent 
"Where  I  have  met  with  God. 
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J.  Barnbt. 
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1.  Out    of      the  depths   to    Thee      I    cry,  Whose  feet  once  hum  -  bly    trod 
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3/3  Elizabeth  E.  Marct. 

2  Thou  Man  of  grief,  who  once  apart 

Didst  all  our  sorrows  bear, — 
The  trembling  hand,  the  fainting  heart, 
The  agony,  and  prayer! 

3  Is  this  the  consecrated  dower, 

Thy  chosen  ones  obtain, 
To  know  Thy  resurrection  power 
Through  fellowship  of  pain  ? 

SUBMISSION.      8.7. 


4  Then,  0  my  soul,  in  silence  wait; 

Faint  not,  O  faltering  feet; 
Press  onward  to  that  blest  estate, 
Where  joy  shall  be  complete. 

5  Let  faith  transcend  the  passing  hour, 

The  transient  pain  and  stiife, 
Bear  witness  of  immortal  power, — 
The  power  of  endless  life. 

A.  Lowe. 
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1.  Fa  -  ther,  while  our  hearts  are  bleed  -  ing    O'er  the    spoils  that  death  has   won, 
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We  would,  at    this    sol  -  emn  meeting,    Calm-ly    say,  "  Thy  will      be        done." 


II. 


374  Thomas  Hastings. 

2  Though  cast  down, we're  no1  forsaken; 
Though  afflicted,  no1  alone ; 
Thou  didsl  give,  and  Thou  hasl  taken; 
Blessed  Lord,  "Thy  will  be  done." 

:}  Though  to-daywe're  filled  with  mourning, 
Merc}  Mill  ia  on  the  throne; 


With  Thy  smiles  of  love  returning, 
We  can  sing,  "Thy  will  be  done." 

4  By  Thy  hands  the  boon  was  given  ; 
Thou  hasl  taken  but  Thine  own ; 
Lord  of  earth,  and  God  of  heaven, 
Evermore,  "Thy  will  be  done." 
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KINDLY    LIGHT.       10.4. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Lead, kindly  Light,  amid  th'en-circling  gloom,  Lead  Thou  me   on !   The  night  is 
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dark,  and  I     am   far  from  home  ;  Lead  Thou  me    on  !    Keep  Thou  my    feet  ;      I 
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The  dis  -  tant  scene  ;  one  step  e  -  nough   for      me. 
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O/O  John  H.  Newman. 

2  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou 
Skouldst  lead  me  on  ; 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path ;  but 
Lead  Thou  me  on  !  [now 

I  loved  the  garish  day,  and,  spite  of  fears, 
Pride  ruled  my  will.     Remember  not 
past  years  ! 

TROYTE'S    CHANT.       8.4. 
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3  So  long  Thy  power  has  blest  me,  sure  it 

Will  lead  me  on  [still 

O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent, 

The  night  is  gone,  [till 

And  with  the  morn  those  angel  faces  smile 

Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost 

awhile. 

A.  H.  D.  Troyte. 
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My  God,  my  Father.  |  while  I  stray,  O  teach  me  from  my  |  heart  to  say. 

Far  from  my  home,  on  |  life's  rough  way,  "  Thy  |   will  be  done."  A-  men. 


O  /  D  Charlotte  Elliott. 

2  Though  dark  my  path,  and  |  sad  my  lot, 
Let  me  be  still  and  |  murmur  not, 

Or  breathe  the  prayer  di-  |  vinelv  taught, 
"Thy  will' be  done." 

3  What  though  in  lonely  |  grief  I  sigh 
For  friends  beloved  no  |  longer  nigh, 
Submissive  still  would  |  I  reply, 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 


4  Let  but  my  fainting  |  heart  be  blest 
With  Thy  sweet  Spirit  |  for  its  guest, 
My  God,  to  Thee  I  |  leave  the  rest; 

"Thy  will  be  done." 

5  Renew  my  will  from  |  day  to  day, 
Blend  it  with  Thine,  and  |  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  |  hard  to  say, 

u  Thy  will  be  done."     Amen. 
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1.   We  journey  through   a       vale       of       tears,  By     many     a       cloud  o'er  -  cast ; 
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And    world  -  ly      cares  and   world  -  ly     fears    Go     with     us      to      the    last. 
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u77  Bernard  Barton. 

9  Not  to  the  last!  Thy  Word  hath  said, 
Could  we  but  read  aright, — 

"Poor  pilgrim,  lift  in  hope  thy  head; 
At  eve  it  shall  be  light!" 

3  Only  believe,  in  Hying  faith, 

His  love  and  power  divine; 
And  ere  thy  sun  shall  set  in  death, 
His  light  shall  round  thee  shine. 

4  When  tempest  clouds  are  dark  on  hi 

His  bow  of  love  and  peace 
Shines  sweetly  in  the  vaulted  sky, — 
A  pledge  that  storms  shall  cease. 

5  Hold  on  thy  way,  with  hope  unchilled, 

By  faith  and  not  by  Bight ; 
Ami  thou  shalt  own  I  lis  Word  fulfilled, — 
"At  eve  it  -hall  be  light." 

CLIFFORD.       C.  M. 
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3/8  William  II.  Burleigh. 

1  From  lips  divine,  like  healing  balm 

To  hearts  oppressed  and  torn, 
The  heavenly  consolation  fell, 
"Blessed  are  they  that  mourn." 

2  Unto  the  hopes  by  sorrow  crushed 

A  noble  faith  succeeds; 
And  life,  by  trials  furrowed,  bears 
The  fruit  of  loving  deeds. 

3  How  rich,  how  sweet,  how  full  of  strength, 

Our  human  spirits  are, 
Baptized  into  the  sanctities 
Of  suffering  and  of  prayer. 

4  Yes,  heavenly  wisdom,  love  divine. 

Breathed  through  the  lips  which  said, 
"0  blessed  are  the  hearts  that  mourn, 
They  shall  be  comforted." 

Ait.  from  II.  W.  Greatorex. 
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O^y  Charlotte  Riohaedson. 

1  0  God,  to  Thee  we  raise  our  eyes ; 
Calm  resignation  we  implore  ; 

O  let  no  murmuring  thought  arise, 
But  humbly  let  us  still  adore. 

2  With  meek  submission  may  we  bear 
Each  needful  cross  Thou  shalt  ordain ; 
Nor  think  our  trials  too  severe, 

Nor  dare  Thy  justice  to  arraign. 

3  For  though  mysterious  now  Thy  ways 
To  erring  mortals  may  appear, 
Hereafter  we  Thy  Name  shall  praise, 
For  all  our  keenest  sufferings  here. 

4  Thy  needful  help,  0  God,  afford, 
Nor  let  us  sink  in  deep  despair ; 
Aid  us  to  trust  Thy  sacred  Word, 
And  find  our  sweetest  comfort  there. 


380  O.  W.  Holmes. 

1  O  Love  divine,  that  stooped  to  share 
Our  sharpest  pang,  our  bitterest  tear, 
On  Thee  we  cast  each  earth-born  care ; 
"We  smile  at  pain  while  Thou  art  near. 

2  Though  long  the  weary  way  we  tread, 
And  sorrow  crown  each  lingering  year, 
No  path  we  shun,  no  darkness  dread ; 
Our  hearts  still  whispering,  Thou  art  near. 

3  When  drooping  pleasure  turns  to  grief, 
And  trembling  faith  is  changed  to  fear, 
The  murmuring  wind,  the  quivering  leaf, 
Shall  softly  tell  us,  Thou  art  near. 

4  On  Thee  we  cast  our  burdening  woe, 
O  Love  divine,  for  ever  dear, 
Content  to  suffer,  while  we  know, 
Living  or  dying,  Thou  art  near. 


Ool  Samuel  Longfellow. 

1  God's   trumpet  wakes   the    slumbering 

Now,  each  man  to  his  post !     [world ; 
The  red-cross  banner  is  unfurled  ; 
Who  joins  the  glorious  host  ? 

2  He  who,  in  fealty  to  the  truth, 

And  counting  all  the  cost, 
Doth  consecrate  his  generous  youth, 
He  joins  the  noble  host. 

3  He  who,  no  anger  on  his  tongue, 

Nor  any  idle  boast, 


Bears  steadfast  witness  against  wrong, 
He  joins  the  sacred  host. 

He  who,  with  calm,  undaunted  will, 
Ne'er  counts  the  battle  lost, 

But,  though  defeated,  battles  still, 
He  joins  the  faithful  host. 

He  who  is  ready  for  the  cross, 
The  cause  despised  loves  most ; 

And  shuns  not  pain,  or  shame,  or  loss, 
He  joins  the  martyr  host. 
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3o*d  Henry  \V.  Baker. 

1  0  what,  if  we  are  Christ's, 

Is  earthly  shame  or  loss? 
Bright  shall  the  crown  of  glory  be, 
When  we  have  borne  the  cross. 

2  Keen  was  the  trial  once, 

Bitter  the  cup  of  woe, 
When  martyred  saints,  baptized  in  blood, 
Christ's  sufferings  shared  below. 

3  Bright  is  their  glory  now, 

Boundless  their  joy  above, 
Where,  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  in  perfect  love. 

4  Lord,  may  that  grace  be  ours, 

Like  them  in  faith  to  bear 
All  that  of  sorrow,  grief,  or  pain 
May  be  our  portion  here. 

5  Enough,  if  Thou  at  last 

The  word  of  blessing  give, 
And  let  us  rest  beneath  Thy  feet, 
Where  saints  and  angels  live. 

uou  Thomas  C.  Upham. 

1  l'i;  \n  not,  poor,  weary  one, 

Bui  straggle  bravely  yet ; 

Toil  on  until  thy  task  is  done, 
Until  thy  sun  is  set. 

2  Though  many  arc  thy  cares, 

And  many  are  thy  fears, 


The  loving  Christ  thy  burden  shares, 
And  wipes  away  thy  tears. 

3  No  distant  Christ  is  lie, 

And  one  that  doth  not  know ; 
But  watches  close  and  constantly 
The  path  which  thou  dost  go. 

4  'Tis  when  thy  heart  is  tried, 

'Tis  in  thine  hour  of  grief, 
lie  standeth  ever  at  thy  side, 
And  ever  brings  relief. 

384  Charles  Wesley. 

1  A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify  ; 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfil ; — 
O  may  it  all  my  powers  engage 
To  do  my  Boaster's  will. 

3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  m  Thy  sight  to  live, 
And  O  Thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  1  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 
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000  Charles  Wesley. 

1  Soldiers  of  Christ,  arise, 

And  put  your  armor  on, 
Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  supplies 
Through  His  eternal  Son. 

2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  hosts 

And  in  His  mighty  power, 
Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 

3  Stand,  then,  in  His  great  might, 

With  all  His  strength  endued, 
But  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God ; — 

4  That,  having  all  things  done, 

And  all  your  conflicts  past, 
You  may  o'ercome  through  Christ  alone, 
And  stand  complete  at  last. 

5  From  strength  to  strength  go  on ; 

Wrestle,  and  fight,  and  pray ; 
Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down, 
And  win  the  well-fought  day. 

6  Still  let  the  Spirit  cry 

In  all  His  soldiers,  come ! 
Till  Christ  the  Lord  descend  from  high, 
And  take  the  conquerors  home. 

000  George  Heath. 

1  My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard ; 

Ten  thousand  foes  arise  ; 
The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard 
To  draw  thee  from- the  skies. 


2  0  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray; 

The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er; 
Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
And  help  divine  implore. 

3  Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 

Nor  lay  thine  armor  down  ; 
The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 

4  Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 

Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God ; 
He'll  take  thee  at  thy  parting  breath 
To  His  divine  abode. 

&Oi  Unknown. 

1  My  soul,  weigh  not  thy  life 

Against  thy  heavenly  crown, 
Nor  suffer  Satan's  deadliest  strife 
To  beat  thy  courage  down. 

2  With  prayer  and  crying  strong, 

Hold  on  the  fearful  fight, 
And  let  the  breaking  day  prolong 
The  wrestling  of  the  night. 

3  The  battle  soon  will  yield, 

If  thou  thy  part  fulfil ; 
For  strong  as  is  the  hostile  shield, 
Thy  sword  is  stronger  still. 

4  Thine  armor  is  divine, 

Thy  feet  with  victory  shod ; 
And  on  thy  head  shall  quickly  shine 
The  diadem  of  God. 
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o  O  O  Joseph  Gbigo. 

2  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  sooner  far 
Let  evening  blush  to  own  a  star; 
He  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 
O'er  this  benighted  soul  of  mine. 

3  Ashamed  of  Jesus !  that  dear  Friend 
On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  depend  ! 
No;  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame, 
That  1  no  more  revere  IJis  Name. 
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4  Ashamed  of  Jesus  1  yes,  I  may, 
When  I've  no  guilt  to  wash  away, 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  i"  crave, 

No  fears  to  quell,  no  soul  to  save. 

5  Till  then,  nor  is  my  boasting  vain, 
Till  then  I  boast  a  Saviour  slain  ; 
And  O,  may  this  my  glory  be, 
That  Christ  is  not  ashamed  of  me. 

n.  W.  Greatorex. 
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3  O  9  John  G.  Wiiittier, 

2  Yet  where  our  duty's  task  is  wrought 
In  unison  with  Oca's  greal  thought, 
The  aear  and  future  blend  io  one, 
Ami  whatsoe'er  is  willed,  is  done. 

8    And  were  this  life  the  utmost  span, 
The  only  end  and  aim  of  man. 


Better  the  toil  of  fields  like  these 
Than  waking  dream,  and  slothful  ease. 

4  Bui  life,  though  falling  like  our  grain, 

Like  that  revives  and  springs  again; 

And,  early  called,  how  blest  are  they 

Who  wait  in  heaven,  their  harvest  day. 
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ery  trembling  thought  be  gone  ; 


d90  Isaac  Watts. 

2  True,  'tis  a  strait  and  thorny  road, 
And  mortal  spirits  tire  and  faint; 
But  they  forget  the  mighty  God, 
Who  feeds  the  strength  of  every  saint ; 

3  The  mighty  God,  whose  matchless  power 
Is  ever  new,  and  ever  young, 

And  firm  endures,  while  endless  years 
Their  everlasting  circles  run. 

4  From  Thee,  the  overflowing  spring, 
Our  souls  shall  drink  a  fresh  supply ; 
While  such  as  trust  their  native  strength 
Shall  melt  away,  and  droop,  and  die. 

5  Swift  as  an  eagle  cuts  the  air, 
We'll  mount  aloft  to  Thine  abode ; 
On  wings  of  love  our  souls  shall  fly, 
Nor  tire  amid  the  heavenly  road. 

o91  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Stand  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  fears, 
And  gird  the  gospel  armor  on  ; 
March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy, 
Where  Jesus  our  great  Captain's  gone. 

2  Hell,  and  thy  sins,  resist  thy  course, 
But  hell  and  sin  are  vanquished  foes; 
Thy  Saviour  nailed  them  to  the  cross, 
And  sung  the  triumph  when  He  rose. 

3  Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on, 
Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate ; 
There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign, 
And  glittering  robes  for  conquerors  wait. 


I  I  I 

There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown, 
And  triumph  in  almighty  grace  ; 
While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leaders  praise. 


392 

1  Go  forth  to  life, 


Samuel  Longfellow. 


0  child  of  eartl 


Still  mindful  of  thy  heavenly  birth  ; 
Thou  art  not  here  for  ease,  or  sin, 
But  manhood's  noble  crown  to  win. 

2  Though  passion's  fires  are  in  thy  soul, 
Thy  spirit  can  their  flames  control ; 
God's  angels  still  are  near  to  save, 
And  God  Himself  doth  help  the  brave. 

3  Then  forth  to  life,  O  child  of  earth ! 
Be  worthy  of  thy  heavenly  birth ! 
For  noble  service  thou  art  here ; 
Thy  brothers  help,  thy  God  revere. 

«39o  Horatius  Bonar. 

1  Go,  labor  on,  while  it  is  day ; 

The  world's  dark  night  is  hastening  on  ; 
Speed,  speed  thy  work,  cast  sloth  away ; 
It  is  not  thus  that  souls  are  won. 

2  Toil  on,  faint  not,  keep  watch,  and  pray ; 


Be  wise  the  en 
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Go  forth  into  the  world's  highway; 
Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  in. 

Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice ; 
For  toil  comes  rest,  for  exile  home ; 
Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  Bridegroom's 

voice, 
The  midnight  peal,  "  Behold,  I  come  !  " 
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394  William  IT.  Burleigh. 

2  Nor  linger  in  the  misty  past, 
Entranced  in  visions  vague  and  vast; 
But  with  clear  eye  the  present  scan, 

And  hear  the  call  of  God  and  man. 

3  Think  not  in  sleep  to  fold  thy  hands, 
Forgetful  of  thy  Lord's  commands; 
From  duty's  claims  no  life  is  free, — 
Behold,  to-day  hath  need  of  thee! 

4  The  present  hour  allots  thy  task ; 

For  present  strength  and  patience  ask, 
And  trust  His  love  whose  sure  supplies 
Meet  all  thy  needs  as  they  arise. 

5  Lo  !  the  broad  fields  with  harvests  white 
Thy  hands  to  strenuous  toil  invite; 
And  he  who  labors  and  believes 

Shall  reap  reward  of  ample  sheaves. 

TWILIGHT.       7. 
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Frances  E.  IUvergai* 
speak  to  me,  that  1  mav  speak 


1  Lord, 
In  living  echoes  of  Thy  tone ; 
As  Thou  hast  sought,  bo  let  me  Beek 

Thine  erring  children,  lost  and  lone. 

2  O  strengthen  me,  that  while  I  stand 
Firm  on  the  Rock  and  strong  in  Thee, 
I  may  stretch  out  a  loving  hand 

To  wrestlers  with  the  troubled  sea. 

3  O  teach  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  teach 
The  precious  things  Thou  dost  impart; 
And  wing  my  words,  that  they  may  reach 
The  hidden  depths  of  many  a  heart. 

4  O  fill  me  with  Thy  fulness,  Lord, 
Until  my  very  heart  o'erflow 

In  kindling  thought  and  glowing  word, 
Thy  love  to  tell,  Thy  praise  to  show. 

Arr.  from  Zotdel. 
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Bear    the    toil,    maintain    the  strife,  Strengthened  with   the     Bread  of      Life. 
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dyb  Daniel  March. 

2  While  the  souis  of  men  are  dying, 
And  the  Master  calls  for  you. 
Let  none  hear  you  idly  saving, 

"  There  is  nothing  I  can  do  !  " 
Gladly  take  the  task  He  gives  you, 
Let  His  work  your  pleasure  be  ; 
Answer  quickly  when  He  calleth, 
"  Here  am  I,  O  Lord,  send  me." 

0  t/  /  Thomas  Hastings. 

1  He  that  goeth  forth  with  weeping, 

Bearing  precious  seed  in  love, 
Never  tiring,  never  sleeping, 


Findeth  mercy  from  above  ; 
Soft  descend  the  dews  of  heaven, 

Bright  the  rays  celestial  shine ; 
Precious  fruits  will  thus  be  given, 

Through  an  influence  all  divine. 

2  Sow  the  seed,  be  never  weary, 

Let  no  fears  thy  soul  annoy ; 
Be  the  prospect  ne'er  so  dreary, 

Thou  shalt  reap  the  fruits  of  joy. 
Lo,  the  scene  of  verdure  brightening, 

See  the  rising  grain  appear. 
Look  again  ;  the  fields  are  whitening, 

For  the  harvest  time  is  near. 


u9b  Henry  K.  White. 

1  Oft  in  danger,  oft  in  woe, 
Onward,  Christians,  onward  go  ; 
Bear  the  toil,  maintain  the  strife, 
Strengthened  with  the  Bread  of  Life. 

2  Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eye, 
Soon  shall  every  tear  be  dry ; 
Let  not  fear  your  course  impede, 
Great  your  strength,  if  great  vour  need. 


Let  your  drooping  hearts  be  glad ; 
March,  in  heavenly  armor  clad, 
Fight,  nor  think  the  battle  long, 
Soon  shall  victory  wake  your  song. 

Onward  then  to  glory  move ; 
More  than  conquerors  ye  shall  prove ; 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christian  soldiers,  onward  go  ! 
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399  WlIXIAM  W.   HOWE. 

2  May  we  Thy  bounties  thus 

As  stewards  true  receive, 
And  gladly,  as  Thou  blessest  us, 
To  Thee  our  first-fruits  give. 

3  O,  hearts  are  bruised  and  dead, 

And  homes  are  bare  and  cold, 
And  lambs,  for  whom  the  Shepherd  bled, 
Are  straying  from  the  fold. 

4  The  captive  to  release, 

To  God  the  lost  to  bring, 
To  teach  the  way  of  life  and  peace, — 
It  is  a  Christ-like  thing. 

5  And  we  believe  Thy  Word, 

Though  dim  our  faith  may  be; 
Whate'er  for  Thine  we  do,  O  Lord, 
We  do  it  unto  Thee. 


400  Thomas  Keli 

1  Lead  on,  Almighty  Lord, 

Lead  on  to  victory  ! 
Encouraged  by  the  bright  reward 
With  joy  we'll  follow  Thee. 

2  We  hope  to  see  the  day 

When  all  our  toils  shall  cease; 
When  we  shall  cast  our  arms  away, 
And  dwell  in  endless  peace. 

3  This  hope  supports  us  here, 

It  makes  our  burdens  light ; 
'Twill  serve  our  drooping  hearts  to  cheer, 
Till  faith  shall  end  in  sight; — 

4  Till,  of  the  prize  possessed, 

We  hear  of  war  no  more ; 

And  O,  sweet  thought,  forever  rest 
On  yonder  peaceful  shore. 


SILOAM.       C.  M. 


I.  B.  Woodbury. 
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40  1  James  Montgomery. 

2  Thou  know'st  not  which  may  thrive, 

The  late  or  early  sown ; 
Grace  keeps  the  precious  germ  alive, 
When  and  wherever  sown. 

3  And  duly  shall  appear, 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength, 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  corn  at  length. 

4  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain  ; 

Cold,  heat,  the  moist  and  dry, 
Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 


5  Then,  when  the  glorious  end, 
The  day  of  God,  shall  come, 
The  angel-reapers  shall  descend, 

And  heaven  sing,  "  Harvest  home !  " 

4:0*3  George  Burgess. 

1  The  harvest  dawn  is  near, 

The  year  delays  not  long ; 
And  he  who  sows  with  many  a  tear, 
Shall  reap  with  many  a  song. 

2  Sad  to  his  toil  he  goes, 

His  seed  with  weeping  leaves ; 
But  he  shall  come  at  twilight's  close, 
And  bring  his  golden  sheaves. 


403  Philip  Doddridge. 

2  But  thou  hast  needy  brethren  here, 

Partakers  of  Thy  grace, 
Whose  names  Thou  wilt  Thyself  confess 
Before  the  Father's  face. 

3  In  each  sad  accent  of  distress 

Thy  pleading  voice  is  heard ; 
In  them  Thou  may'st  be  clothed  and  fed, 
And  visited,  and  cheered. 

4  Help  us  then,  Lord,  Thy  yoke  to  wear, 

With  joy  to  do  Thy  will ; 
Each  other's  burdens  gladly  bear, 
And  love's  sweet  law  fulfil. 

5  Do  Thou,  0  Lord,  our  alms  accept, 

And  with  Thy  blessing  speed  ; 
Bless  us  in  giving ;  greatly  bless 
Our  gifts  to  them  that  need. 


4:04  Thomas  C.  Upham. 

1  0  Thou,  great  Teacher  from  the  skies, 

Who  lived  and  died  for  men, 
Teach  us  with  Thee  to  sympathize, 
And  be  as  Thou  wast  then. 

2  It  was  the  glory  of  Thy  heart, , 

Whatever  Thou  hadst  to  give ; 
For  others'  sufferings  to  impart, 
For  others'  good  to  live. 

3  Be  Thou  in  us  a  living  soul ; 

Be  Thou  our  spirit's  power ; 
Its  secret  thought,  its  life's  control, 
To  guide  it  every  hour. 

4  We  need  like  Thee  a  spirit  true, 

A  just  and  generous  mind, 
Which  seeks,  in  all  it  has  to  do, 
The  Q-ood  of  all  mankind. 
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ARLINGTON.       C.  M. 


T.  Arne. 


405  Isaac  Watts. 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

<  >n  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 

Must  I  not  stem  the  flood? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign  ; 

Increase  my  courage,  Lord ; 
I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  Thy  Word. 

5  Thy  saints,  in  all  this  glorious  war, 

Shall  conquer,  though  they  die; 
They  view  the  triumph  from  afar, 
And  seize  it  with  their  eye. 

G  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise, 
And  all  Thy  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  victorj  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  Thine. 


406  Frederick  W.  Faber, 

1  O  it  is  hard  to  work  for  God, 

To  rise  and  take  His  part 
Upon  this  battle-field  of  earth, 
And  not  sometimes  lose  heart. 

2  lie  hides  Himself  so  wondronsly, 

As  though  there  wen'  no  God  ; 
He  is  least  seen  when  all  the  powers 
Of  ill  are  most  abroad  ; 

3  Or  He  deserts  us  in  the  hour 

That  brings  the  threatening  host. 
And  seems  t<»  leave  as  to  ourselves 
Just  when  we  need  Him  most 

4  It  is  not  so,  but  so  it  looks ; 

And  we  lose  courage  then  ; 

And  doubts  will  come  if  God  hath  kept 
His  promise's  to  nun. 

5  Hut  right  is  right,  since  God  Lb  God, 

And  right  the  day  must  win; 
To  doubt  would  be  disloyalty, 
To  falter  would  be  sin. 


SAMOS. 
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A      heaven -ly      race    de  -  mands  thy    zeal,  And    an 


mor  -  tal    crown. 


4U  /  Philip  Doddridge. 

1  Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 

And  press  with  vigor  on ; 
A  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal, 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 

Hold  thee  in  full  survey ; 
Forget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 

3  'Tis  God's  all-animating  voice 

That  calls  Thee  from  on  high ; 
'Tis  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye ; — 

4  That  prize  with  peerless  glories  bright, 

Which  shall  new  lustre  boast, 
"When  victors'  wreaths   and  monarchs' 
Shall  blend  in  common  dust,      [gems 

5  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 

Have  I  my  race  begun  ; 
And  crowned  with  victory,  at  Thy  feet 
I'll  lay  my  honors  down. 


408  Unknown. 

1  O  speed  thee,  Christian,  on  thy  way, 

And  to  thine  armor  cling; 
With  girded  loins  the  call  obey 
Which  grace  and  mercy  bring. 

2  There  is  a  battle  to  be  fought, 

An  upward  race  to  run, 
A  crown  of  glory  to  be  sought, 
A  victory  to  be  won. 

3  The  shield  of  faith  repels  the  dart 

That  Satan's  hand  may  throw ; 
His  arrow  cannot  reach  thy  heart, 
If  Christ  control  the  bow. 

4  The  glowing  lamp  of  prayer  will  light 

Thee  on  thine  anxious  road ; 
'Twill  keep  the  goal  of  heaven  in  sight, 
And  guide  thee  to  thy  God. 

5  0  faint  not,  Christian,  for  thy  sighs 

Are  heard  before  His  throne ; 
The  race  must  come  before  the  prize, 
The  cross  before  the  crown. 
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William  W.  Howe. 
Gird  thy  heavenly  armor  on, 
Wear  it  ever,  night  and  day  ; 
Near  thee  lurks  the  evil  one; — 
Watch  and  pray. 

Listen  to  thy  sorrowing  Lord, 

Him  thou  lovest  to  obey ; 
Hide  within  thy  heart  His  word ; — 
Watch  and  pray. 


'Twas  by  watching  and  by  prayer 

Holy  men  of  olden  day 
Won  the  palms  and  crowns  they  wear  ;- 
Watch  and  pray. 

Watch,  as  if  on  that  alone 

Hung  the  issue  of  the  day  ; 
Pray  that  help  may  be  sent  down ; 
Watch  and  pray. 
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G.  J.  Webb. 
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410  Geobge  Dcffield. 

1  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross ; 
Lift  high  His  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss; 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  shall  He  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 

2  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  trumpet  call  obey  ; 
Forth  to  the  mighty  conflict, 

In  this  His  glorious  day  ; 
"Ye  that  are  men,  now  serve  Him" 

Against  unnumbered  foes; 
Let  courage  rise  with  danger, 

And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 


Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you, 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own ; 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

Each  piece  put  on  with  prayer 
AY  he  re  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 

Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Jesus, 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song; 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  (Jlory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 
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EWING.      7.6.  D. 
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411  John  Bubton. 

2  Our  heavenly  habitation 

Attracts  our  longing  eyes ; 
In  sweet  anticipation 

We  view  the  blissful  prize ; 
That  glimpse  our  souls  inflaming 

With  more  intense  desire, 

All  earthly  hopes  disclaiming, 

They  up  to  heaven  aspire. 


Then  let  us  ne'er  be  weary, 

Nor  faint  upon  the  road.; 
For,  though  the  way  be  dreary, 

It  leads  us  home  to  God ; 
It  leads  us  to  that  station, 

Where  foes  no  more  annoy, — 
That  world  of  full  salvation, 

And  everlasting  joy. 


4io  Augustus  M.  Toplady. 

2  Though  in  a  foreign  land, 

We  are  not  far  from  home; 
And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end 

Stronger  and  brighter  shine  ; 
Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 

4  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 

Subside  at  His  control ; 
His  loving-kindness  shall  break  through 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 

5  Blest  is  the  man,  O  God, 

That  stays  himself  on  Thee ; 
Who  wait  for  Thy  salvation,  Lord, 
Shall  Thy  salvation  see. 


4:ld  Philip  Doddridge. 

1  Ye  servants  of  the  Lord, 

Each  in  his  office  wait, 
Observant  of  His  heavenly  word, 
And  watchful  at  His  gate. 

2  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright, 

And  trim  the  golden  flame ; 
Gird  up  your  loins  as  in  His  sight, 
For  awful  is  His  Name. 

3  Watch  !  'tis  your  Lord's  command ; 

And  while  we  speak,  He's  near; 
Mark  the  first  signal  of  His  hand, 
And  ready  all  appear. 

4  O  happy  servant  he, 

In  such  a  posture  found  ! 
He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  see, 
And  be  with  honor  crowned. 
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HENRY.       C.  M. 


S.  B.  Pond. 


J  IJ'fl  J I J  JH4MJH  \ )  IJ'fl    IjTiMfr 

#_i_#       « — ^  ___q_# — lj — , — , —  _ — , — 0 g)     j    | — | — : — 


And  inarch 


414:  Philip  Doddridge. 

2  Throngh  all  the  winding  maze  of  life, 

His  hand  hath  been  my  guide; 
Ami,  in  that  long-experienced  care, 
My  heart  shall  still  confide, 

3  His  grace  throngh  all  the  desert  flows, 

An  unexhausted  Btream ; 

That  grace,  on  Zion's  sacred  mount, 
Shall  be  my  endless  theme. 

BOARDMAN.       C.  M. 


Beyond  the  choicest  joys  of  earth 
These  distant  courts  I  love ; 

But,  O !  I  burn  with  strong  desire 
To  view  Thy  house  above. 

Mingled  with  all  the  shining  band, 
My  soul  would  there  adore  ; 

A  pillar  in  Thy  temple  fixed, 
To  be  removed  no  more. 


L.  Detereacx. 


-ex w — I — m 1 


415  T-wr  Watt*. 

2  Should  earth  againsl  my  ><>nl  engage, 

And  hellish  darts  be  hurled, 

Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 

And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Lei  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

And  storms  of  Borrow  fall ; 


May  T  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 

There  shall  1  bathe  my  weary  soul 
In  seas  of  heavenly  rest, 

And  no1  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 
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171 


WATERBROOKS.       C.  M. 

Ufa        [J     JlJ    S=_ 

— 1 H 

r^H-" 

L.  Spohr. 

f 

As    pants  the 

gffa  F    V    r- 

— <c — # — 

c — r  J 

hart    for    < 

r3"   *  i 

iool  -  ing  streams,  When  heat  -  ed 

in      the 

r— <g*             r- -, 

chase, 

P5— 1 

^^4 

-- •— 

1 

Lp — pJ 

■ 

I 1 — J 

1 

-I 

t*~h 

^=^~- 

1  ]     J 

F^l 

F^ 

~i — i~~ 

— f— 

So  1 

ongs    my 

— ¥9 0 — 

soul,      0      God,     for 

s+-           -t~         *— 

rhee,  And 

-» 0 

Thy       re  - 

0     ,  .    0 

S % -M 

fresh  -  ing  grace. 

r 



! J 

-*      ' 

1  ■       ;     ■ 

=b     tt 

416  Tate  and  Brady. 

1  As  pants  the  hart  for  cooling-  streams, 

When  heated  in  the  chase, 
So  longs  my  soul,  #0  God,  for  Thee, 
And  Thy  refreshing  grace. 

2  For  Thee  my  God,  the  living  God, 

My  thirsty  soul  doth  pine ; 
O  when  shall  I  behold  Thy  face, 
Thou  Majesty  divine? 

3  I  sigh  to  think  of  happier  days. 

When  Thou,  O  Lord,  wast  nigh ; 
When  every  heart  was  tuned  to  praise, 
And  none  more  blest  than  I. 

4  Why  restless,  why  cast  down,  my  soul  \ 

Hope  still,  and  thou  shalt  sing 
The  praise  of  Him  who  is  thy  God, 
Thy  Saviour,  and  thy  King. 

41  /  Gerard  T.  Noel. 

1  Whbn  musing  sorrow  mourns  the  past, 

And  weeps  o'er  present  pain, 
How  sweet  to  think  of  peace  at  last, 
And  feel  that  death  is  sain. 

2  'Tis  not  that  murmuring  thoughts  arise, 

And  dread  a  Father's  will ; 
'Tis  not  that  meek  submission  flies, 
And  would  not  suffer  still. 

3  It  is,  that  hope  with  ardor  glows 

To  see  Him  face  to  face, 
Whose  dying  love  no  language  knows 
Sufficient  art  to  trace. 


4  It  is,  that  heaven-born  faith  surveys 

The  path  to  realms  of  light ; 
And  longs  her  eagle  plumes  to  raise, 
And  lose  herself  in  sight. 

5  0  !  let  me  wing  my  hallowed  way 

From  earth-born  woe  and  care ; 
And  soar  above,  to  perfect  day, 
My  Saviour's  bliss  to  share. 

41o  Cecll  F.  Alexander. 

1  The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn, 

The  brightness  of  the  day, 

The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky; 

How  fast  they  fade  away ! 

2  The  highest  hopes  we  cherish  here, 

How  fast  they  tire  and  faint ; 
How  many  a  spot  denies  the  robe 
That  wraps  an  earthly  saint. 

3  O  for  a  heart  that  never  sins, 

O  for  a  soul  washed  white  ; 
O  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  King, 
Nor  weary  day  or  night. 

4  Here,  faith  is  ours,  and  heavenly  hope, 

And  grace  to  lead  us  higher; 
But  there,  are  perfectness  and  peace 
Beyond  our  best  desire. 

5  O  by  Thy  love  and  anguish,  Lord, 

And  by  Thy  life  laid  down. 
Grant  that  we  fall  not  from  Thy  grace, 
Xor  cast  awav  our  crown. 
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J.  Nareb. 
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41  9  Robert  Seagrate. 

'2  Rivera  to  the  ocean  run. 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  coarse; 
Fire,  ascending,  seeks  the  sun  ; 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source; 
So  a  soul  that's  born  of  God 

Pants  to  view 
Upward  tends  to  His  abode, 
To  rest  in  His  embrace. 


[lis  glorious  face, 


Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn, 

Press  onward  to  the  prize  ; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return, 

Triumphant  in  the  skies; 
Yet  a  season,  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given, 
All  our  sorrows  left  below. 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 


SWITZERLAND. 


7.6.  D. 


Hymne  des  Croyants. 
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From  ev-ery  earth-ly  pleas  -  ure,  From  ov-ery  transient  joy,     | 
From  ev-ery  mor-tal  treas-uie  That  soon  will  lade  and  die  ;     j    No     Ion  -  ger  these  de  -  sir  -  in£, 
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42  0  Eliel  Davis. 

2  From  every  piercing  sorrow 

Tli;it  heayes  our  breast  to-day, 

( >i-  threatens  as  to-morrow, 
Hope  tin  us  our  eyes  away  ; 


(  >n  wingB  of  faith  ascending, 

We  Bee  the  land  of  light, 

And  feel  our  BOITOW8  ending, 


In  infinite  delight. 
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ANTICIPATION. 
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G.  Elvet. 
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Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground,  Still  in  Thee  may  I  be  found, 

Christ,  the  spring  of  all  my  joy,  Still  for  Thee  my  powers  employ. 
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Fountain  of  o'erflowing  grace,  Till  I  close  my  earthly  race. 

Freely  from  Thy  fulness  give;  May  I  prove  it  "  Christ  to  live.' 
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421  Balph  Wakdlaw. 

2   Wlien  I  touch  the  blessed  shore, 
Back  the  closing  waves  shall  roll ; 
Death's  dark  stream  shall  never  more 
Part  from  Thee  my  ravished  soul ; 
Thus,  0  thus,  an  entrance  give 

To  the  land  of  cloudless  sky ; 
Having  known  it,  "  Christ  to  live," 
Let  me  know  it,  "  gain  to  die." 

KINGSTOWN.      8.7.4. 
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Gain,  to  part  from  all  my  grief ; 

Gain,  to  bid  my  sins  farewell ; 
Gain,  of  all  my  gains  the  chief, 

Ever  with  the  Lord  to  dwell ; 
This  Thy  people's  portion,  Lord, 

Peace  on  earth,  and  bliss  on  high ; 
This  their  ever-sure  reward, 

"  Christ  to  live,  and  gain  to  die." 


Cornish  Melody. 
p.6,  Fine. 
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1.  O        my  soul,  what  means  this  sad  -  ness  ?  Wherefore  art    thou  thus  cast  down? 
D.  c.  Look     to      Je  -  sus,  Look    to      Je  -  sus,   And      re  -  ioice     in     His    dear  Name. 
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Let      thy  griefs  be    turned  to    glad-ness,    Bid     thy    rest  -  less   fears    be     gone ; 
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4/»/&  John  Fawcett. 

2  Though  ten  thousand  ills  beset  thee, 
From  without  and  from  within, 
Jesus  saith  He'll  ne'er  forget  thee, 
But  will  save  from  hell  and  sin ; 

He  is  faithful 
To  perform  His  gracious  word. 


3  Though  distresses  now  attend  thee, 
And  thou  tread'st  the  thorny  road, 
His  right  hand  shall  still  defend  thee ; 
Soon  He'll  bring  thee  home  to  God; 

Therefore  praise  Him, 
Praise  the  great  Redeemer's  Name. 
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J.    GrOSS. 
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1.  Nearer,   O    God,  to  Thee!  Hear  Thou  our  prayer ;  E'en  though  a  heavy  cross  Fainting  we    bear, 
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Still  all  our  prayer  shall  be,  Nearer,  O     God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  O  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer    to    Thee  ! 
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423  W.W.Howe. 

2  If  Thou  the  cup  of  pain 

Givest  to  drink, 
Let  not  the  trembling  lip 

From  tlic  draught  shrink; 
So  by  our  woes  to  be 
|| :  Nearer,  O  God,  to  Thee,  :|| 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 

3  Though  the  great  battle  rage 

Hotly  around, 
Still  where  our  Captain  fights 

Let  us  be  found  ; 
Through  toils  and  strife  to  be 
|| :  Nearer,  O  God,  to  Thee,  :|| 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 


4  "When,  our  course  finished,  we 
Breathe  our  last  breath, 
Entering  the  shadowy 

Valley  of  death, 
There  even  shall  we  be 
|| :  Nearer,  O  God,  to  Thee,  :|| 
Nearer  to  Thee  ! 

5  And  when  Thou,  Lord,  once  more 
Glorious  shalt  come, 
0  for  a  dwelling-place 

In  Thy  bright  home  ! 
Through  all  eternity 
|| :  Nearer,  0  God,  to  Thee,  :|| 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 


BETHANY. 
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L.  Mason. 
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Near  -  <-r    to     Thee  ! 
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Still     all  my  song  shall  be,  Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
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W.  Kkapp. 
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1.  O  had  I,  my  Saviour,  the  wings  of  a  dove,  How  soon  would  I  soar  to  Thy  presence  above  ; 
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How  soon  would  I  flee  where  the  weary  have  rest,  And  hide  all  my  cares  in  Thy  sheltering  breast. 
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4:24:  Henby  F.  Lyte. 

2  I  flutter,  I  struggle,  I  pant  to  get  free ; 

I  feel  me  a  captive  while  banished  from  Thee ; 
A  pilgrim  and  stranger,  the  desert  I  roam, 
And  look  on  to  heaven,  and  long  to  be  home. 

3  Ah,  there  the  wild  tempest  for  ever  shall  cease ; 
No  billow  shall  ruffle  that  haven  of  peace ; 
Temptation  and  trouble  alike  shall  depart. 

All  tears  from  the  eye,  and  all  sin  from  the  heart. 

4  Soon,  soon  may  this  Eden  of  promise  be  mine ; 
Rise,  bright  Sun  of  glory,  no  more  to  decline ; 
Thy  light,  yet  unrisen,  the  wilderness  cheers; 
O  what  will  it  be  when  the  fulness  appears? 


425                                             Sab  ah  P. 

Adams 

2  Though  like  the  wanderer, 

The  sun  gone  down, 

Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone  ; 

Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 

|| :  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

1 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 
Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  Thou  sendest  me, 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
|| :  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  :| 
Nearer  to  Thee. 


4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
|| :  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  :|| 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 

5  Or,  if  on  joyful  wing 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
|| :  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  :|| 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 


1TG 


ASPIRATION     AND     HOPE 


SOUTIIPORT.      C.  M. 
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4oO  Robert  C.  Chapman. 

9  May  not  an  exile,  Lord,  desire 

His  own  sweet  land  to  see? 
May  not  a  captive  seek  release, 

A  prisoner,  to  be  free  ? 

3  A  child,  when  far  away,  may  long 
For  home  and  kindled  dear; 
And  she,  that  waits  her  absent  lord, 
May  sigh  till  he  appear. 

BEETHOVEN.       L.  M. 


4  I  fain  would  strike  my  harp  divine 

Before  the  Father's  throne, 
There  cast  my  crown  of  righteousness, 
And  sing  what  grace  has  done. 

5  Ah,  leave  me  not  in  this  base  world, 

A  stranger  still  to  roam  ; 
Come,  Lord,  and  take  me  to  Thyself; 
Come,  Jesus,  quickly  come. 
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1.  "We've  no    a  -  bid 
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This  may  dis  -  tress  the  world  -  ly  mind, 
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But  should  not  cost  the    saint   a    tear.  Who  hopes    a    bet  -  ter 
4/0  /  Thomas  Kelly. 

2  "  WeVe  no  abiding  city  here;" 
We  seek  r  city  out  of  sight, 
Zion  its  name,  the  Lord  la  there, 
It  shines  with  everlasting 
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3  ( I  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  love, 
Where  pilgrims  freed  from  toil,  are  blest  I 


Had  T  the  pinions  of  the  dove, 
rd  fly  to  Thee  and  be  at  rest 


1    Bat  hush,  my  soul,  nor  dare  repine; 

The  time  my  God  appoints  is  best ; 
While  here,  to  do  His  will  be  mine, 
And  His  to  fix  m \  time  of  rest. 
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ORIENT 
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In  the  evening  there  is  weeping, Lengthening  shadows, failing  sight;  I 
Silent  darkness  slowly  creeping  Over  all  things  dear  and  bright,     f 


J.  Stainer. 
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In  the  morning  cometh  singing, 
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ealing  on  his  wings  of  li; 


Cometh  joy  and  cometh  sight,When  the    sun   a  -  ris  -  eth,  bringing  Healing  on  his  wings  of  light. 


-g_-*-  •  _fl_T  .  /f—fi-g-^L,- 


4r/0O  Frances  R.  Havergal 

2  In  the  evening  there  is  weeping, 
Lasting  all  the  twilight  through  ; 
Phantom  shadows,  never  sleeping, 

I        Wakening  slumbers  of  the  true. 
In  the  morning  cometh  singing, 
Songs  that  ne'er  in  silence  end, 
Angel  minstrels  ever  bringing 
Praises  new  with  thine  to  blend. 


Art  thou  weeping,  sad  and  lonely, 

Through  the  evening  of  thy  days 
All  thy  singing  shall  be  only 

Prelude  of  more  perfect  praise. 
Darkest  hour  is  nearest  dawning, 

Solemn  herald  of  the  day ; 
Singing  cometh  in  the  morning, 

God  shall  wipe  thy  tears  away ! 
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are    its      glo-ries   con-fessed 
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But  what  must  it       be 
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4:/&  y  Elizabeth  Mills. 

2  We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold, 

Its  walls  decked  with  jewels  so  rare, 
Its  wonders  and  pleasures  untold  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ! 

3  We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 

From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care, 
From  trials  without  and  within ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there ! 
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We  speak  of  its  service  of  love, 

The  robes  which  the  glorified  wrear, 

The  Church  of  the  first-born  above ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there ! 

Do  Thou,  Lord,  'mid  sorrow  and  woe, 
Still  for  heaven  our  spirits  prepare, 

And  shortly  we  also  shall  know, 
And  feel,  what  it  is  to  be  there. 
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day  excludes  the  night,  Infinite  day  excludes  the  night,And  pleasures  banish  pain. 
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430  Isaac  Watts. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-withering  flowers; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 

4  But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea, 
And  linger,  shivering,  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

5  O  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise, 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes; — 

6  Could  wo  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er,     [flood, 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's    cold 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

4:3  1  Samuel  Stennett. 

1  <>n  Jordan's  ragged  banks  I  stand, 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land, 
Where  my  possessions  lie. 

2  O  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene, 

That  rises  to  my  sight ; 
Bweel  fields  arrayed  in  living  green, 
And  rivers  of  delight. 


3  No  chilling  winds,  or  poisonous  breath, 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore; 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 
Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 

4  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place, 

And  be  for  ever  blesl  I 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face, 
And  in  His  bosom  rest? 

5  Filled  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Would  here  no  longer  stay  ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll, 
Fearless  Fd  launch  away. 

432  John  East. 

1   There  is  a  fold  whence  none  can  stray, 

And  pastures  ever  green, 
Where  sultry  sun,  or  stormy  day, 

Or  night  is  never  Been. 

'2   Far  up  the  everlasting  hills 
In  (  rod's  own  light  it  lies  | 
His  smile  its  vast  dimension  tills 
With  joy  that  never  dies. 

3  Soon  at   II  is  feet  my  BOUl  will  lie 

In  life's  last  struggling  breath; 
But  I  shall  only  seem  to  die  ; — 
I  shall  nOl  taste  of  death. 

4  Far  from  this  guilty  world  to  be, 

Exempt  from  toil  and  strife, 
To  spend  eternity  with  Thee, 
My  Saviour,  this  is  life. 
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G.    KlNQSLET. 


1.  I  would  not  live  al  way  ;  I  ask  not  to  stay  Where  storm  after  storm  rises  dark  o'er  the  way  ; 
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The  few  lurid  mornings.that  dawn  on  us  here,  Are  enough  for  life's  woes, full  enough  for  its  cheer. 
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4oo  William  A.  Muhlenberg. 

2  I  would  not  live  alway,  thus  fettered  by  sin, 
Temptation  without  and  corruption  within ; 
E'en  the  rapture  of  pardon  is  mingled  with  fears, 
And  the  cup  of  thanksgiving  with  penitent  tears. 

3  Who,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God ; 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 

Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright  plains, 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns  ? 

4  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet, 
Their  Saviour  and  brethren  transported  to  greet; 
While  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll, 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  soul. 


434  Mrs.  Yoke. 

1  I'm  weary  of  straying ;  O  fain  would  I  rest, 

In  the  far  distant  land  of  the  pure  and  the  blest, 
Where  sin  can  no  longer  her  blandishments  spread, 
And  tears  and  temptations  forever  have  fled. 

2  I'm  weary  of  sighing  o'er  sorrows  of  earth, 

O'er  joy's  glowing  visions,  that  fade  at  their  birth; 
O'er  pangs  of  the  loved,  which  we  cannot  assuage, 
O'er  the  blightings  of  youth  and  the  weakness  of  age. 

3  I'm  weary  of  loving  what  passes  away; 

The  sweetest,  the  dearest,  alas !  may  not  stay ; 
I  long  for  that  land,  where  these  partings  are  o'er, 
And  death  and  the  tomb  can  divide  hearts  no  more. 

4  I'm  weary,  my  Saviour,  of  grieving  Thy  love ; 
O  when  shall  I  rest  in  Thy  presence  above  ? 
I'm  wreary;  but,  O  let  me  never  repine, 

While  Thy  Word,  and  Thy  love,  and  Thy  promise  are  mine, 
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Miss  F.  R.  Havergal. 


£333 


* 


1.    o 


*  *  f  T  y 

for  the  peace   which  flowcth  as    a     riv   -  er. 


1ST  -zr 

Mak-ing  life's  des-ert  places  bloom  and  unite  ! 

i  -       i 


UiJ  t  flf  £  f  f|«   g|«  ) 


O     for  the    failh 


set 


*  ' 


#-* 


to  grasp  heaven's  bright ' 
42. 


=F 


r 
435 


I 


^ 


=s^ 


m^w^Jr* 
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A  little  while 


J.  Crewdson. 

for  patient  vigil-keeping, 


things  well." 


To  face  the  storm,  to  wrestle  with  the  strong, 
"A  little  while"  to  sow  the  seed  with  weeping, 

Then  bind  the  sheaves,  and  sing  the  harvest  song. 
"A  little  while,"  'midst  shadow  and  illusion. 
To  strive,  by  faith,  love's  mysteries  to  spell; 
Then  read  each  dark  enigma's  bright  solution, 
And  hail  sight's  verdict,  "  He  doth  a 
"A  little  while"  the  earthen  pitcher  taking 

To  wayside  brooks,  from  far-off  fountains  fed; 
Then  the  cool  lip  its  thirst  forever  slaking, 
Beside  the  fulness  of  the  fountain-head. 
"A  little  while"  to  keep  the  oil  from  failing, 
"  A  little  while  "  faith's  flickering  lamp  to  trim  ; 
And  then,  the  Bridegroom's  coining  footsteps  hailing, 
To  haste  to  meet  llim  with  the  bridal  hvmn. 


SWEET 


HOME. 


ii. 


II.  R.  Bishop. 
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mer  -  cy  there's  room.  And  feel  in   tlie  presence  Of    Je  -  sus  at  homo,  Tlome,  homo,8weet,Bweet  home  ; 
D.  8.     Pre  -  pare  me,  dear  Saviour,  for  glo  -  ry,  my  home. 
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HEAVENLY    HOME. 


ASPIRATION    AND     HOPE. 
6.4. 
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A.  S.  SuixrvAN. 


1.  We   are  but  strangers  here,  Heaven  is  our  home;  Earth  is    a     des-ert  drear,  Heaven  is  our  home. 


I      I  ,  J  1,    1      !  ,  J    J, J     J      I    jt     ■      1      ,,      -I* 


Danger  and  sorrow  stand  Round  us  on  ev-ery  hand  ;  Heaven  is  our  Fatherland,  Heaven  is  our  home. 
I- 
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T.  R.  Tatlor. 


2  What  though  the  tempests  rage 

Heaven  is  our  home ; 
Short  is  our  pilgrimage, 

Heaven  is  our  home. 
And  time's  wild  wintry  blast 
Soon  shall  be  overpast, 
We  shall  reach  home  at  last; 

Heaven  is  our  home. 

3  There  at  our  Saviour's  side 

Heaven  is  our  home ; 
May  we  be  glorified  ; 
Heaven  is  our  home; 


There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  we  love  most  and  best, 
Grant  ns  with  them  to  rest ; 
Heaven  is  our  home. 

Grant  us  to  murmur  not, 

Heaven  is  our  home. 
Whatever  our  earthly  lot, 

Heaven  is  our  home. 
Grant  us  at  last  to  stand 
There  at  Thine  own  right  hand, 
Jesus,  in  Fatherland ; 

Heaven. is  our  home  ! 


4o  /  David  Dexham. 

2  Sweet  bonds  that  unite  all  the  children  of  peace  ! 
And  thrice  precious  Jesus,  whose  love  cannot  cease ! 
Though  oft  from  Thy  presence  in  sadness  I  roam, 

I  long  to  behold  Thee  in  glory,  at  home. 

3  I  sigh  from  this  body  of  sin  to  be  free, 

Which  hinders  my  joy  and  communion  with  Thee ; 
Though  now  my  temptation  like  billows  may  foam, 
All,  all  will  be  peace,  when  I'm  with  Thee  at  home. 

4  While  here  in  the  valley  of  conflict  I  stay, 

O  give  me  submission,  and  strength  as  my  day ; 
In  all  my  afflictions  to  Thee  would  I  come, 
Rejoicing  in  hope  of  my  glorious  home. 

5  Whate'er  Thou  deniest,  O  give  me  Thy  grace, 
The  Spirit's  sure  witness,  and  smiles  of  Thv  face; 
Endue  me  with  patience  to  wait  at  Thy  throne, 
And  find,  even  now,  a  sweet  foretaste  of  home. 
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CHESTERFIELD.       C.  M. 
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T.  Haweis. 
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His   Word. 


"I      I 

QOO  Joseph  Swain. 

l;    When  each  can  feel  his  brother's  sigh, 

And  with  him  bear  a  part; 

"When  sorrow  flows  from  eye  to  eye, 

And  joy  from  heart  to  heart;    ■ 

3  When,  free  from  envy,  scorn,  and  pride, 

(  hir  wishes  all  above, 
Each  can  his  brother's  failings  hide, 
And  show  a  brother's  love; 

4  When  love,  in  one  delightful  stream, 

Through  every  bosom  Hows; 
When  union  sweet,  and  dear  esteem, 
In  every  action  glow-. 

5  Love  is  the  golden  chain  that  binds 

The  happy  BQuls  above; 
And  he's  an  heir  of  heaven  that  finds 
His  bosom  glow  with  love. 
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439  Ray  Palmer. 

1  Lord, Thou  on  earth  didst  love  Thine  own, 

Didst  love  them  to  the  end  ; 
O  still  from  Thy  celestial  throne, 
Let  gifts  of  love  descend. 

2  The  love  the  Father  bears  to  Thee, 

His  own  eternal  Son, 
Fill  all  Thy  saints,  till  all  shall  be 
In  pure  affection  one. 

3  As  Thou  for  us  didst  stoop  so  low, 

Warmed  by  love's  holy  flame, 
So  let  our  deeds  of  kindness  flow 
To  all  that  bear  Thy  Name. 

4  One  blessed  fellowship  of  love, 

Thy  living  Church  should  stand, 
Till,  faultless,  she  at  last  above 
Shall  shine  at  Thy  right  hand. 


PLEYEL'S    HYMN. 
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1.  They  whose  course  on 


earth 
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I.  Pletel. 
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Think  they     of      their 
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Inetli  ren   more? 
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They    I"'     r<>r'-     the  throne  who  l»>w.      Feel  they    fi»r     their  breth-ren    now? 
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PETERBOROUGH.      C.  M. 


&  ELuooboh. 


Come,  let     us  join  our  friends  a  -  bove,     That  have  ob  -  tained    the      prize, 


Bill 


And,     on    the    ea  -  gle    wings  of        love,      To 


440  Charles  Wesley. 

1   Come,  let  us  join  our  friends  above, 

That  have  obtained  the  prize, 
And,  on  the  eagle  wings  of  love, 

To  joys  celestial  rise. 


in  concert  sing 


2  Let  saints  below 

With  those  to  glory  gone ; 

For  all  the  servants  of  our  King, 

In  earth  and  heaven,  are  one. 

3  One  family,  we  dwell  in  Him, 

One  Church  above,  beneath, 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream, 
The  narrow  stream,  of  death. 

4  One  army  of  the  living  God, 

To  His  command  we  bow ; 
Part  of  the  host  have  crossed  the  flood, 
And  part  are  crossing  now. 

5  E'en  now  to  their  eternal  home 

Some  happy  spirits  fly  ; 
And  we  are  to  the  margin  come, 
And  we  expect  to  die. 


6  Lord  Jesus,  be  our  constant  Guide ; 
And  when  the  word  is  given, 
Bid  death's  cold  flood  its  waves  divide, 
And  bring  us  safe  to  heaven. 

44:1  Thomas  Cotterili.. 

1  Our  God  is  love ;  and  all  His  saints 

His  image  bear  below  ; 
The  heart  with  love  to  God  inspired, 
With  love  to  man  will  glow. 

2  Teach  us  to  love  each  other,  Lord, 

As  we  are  loved  by  Thee ; 
Xone  who  are  truly  born  of  God 
Can  live  in  enmity. 

3  Heirs  of  the  same  immortal  bliss, 

Our  hopes  and  fears  the  same, 
With  bonds  of  love  our  hearts  unite, 
With  mutual  love  inflame. 

4  So  may  the  unbelieving  world 

See  how  true  Christians  love ; 

And  glorify  our  Saviour's  grace. 

And  seek  that  grace  to  prove. 


442  John  M.  Neale. 

1  They  whose  course  on  earth  is  o'er, 
Think  they  of  their  brethren  more? 
They  before  the  throne  who  bow, 
Feel  they  for  their  brethren  now  ? 

2  Yea,  the  dead  in  Christ  have  still 
Part  in  all  our  joy  and  ill; 
Keeping  all  our  steps  in  view, 
Guiding  them,  it  may  be,  too. 


We,  by  enemies  distrest, 
They,  in  Paradise  at  rest ; 
We  the  captives,  they  the  freed, 
We  and  they  are  one  indeed. 

One  in  all  we  seek  or  shun  ; 
One,  because  our  Lord  is  one; 
One  in  heart,  and  one  in  love, 
We  below,  and  they  above. 
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BOYLSTON.       S.  M. 


I.    Mason. 
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Church  our  blest        Re  -  deem  -  er    saved 


With     Ilis    own 


blood. 


44o  Timothy  Dwight. 

2  I  love  Thy  Church,  O  God ; 

Her  walls  before  Thee  stand, 
Dear  as  the  apple  of  Thine  eve, 
And  graven  on  Thy  hand. 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 

For  her  my  prayers  ascend  ; 
To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways, 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

5  Jesus,  Thou  Friend  divine, 

Our  Saviour  and  our  Kino;, 
Thy  hand  from  every  snare  and  foe 

Shall  great  deliverance  bring. 

6  Sure  as  Thy  truth  shall  last, 

To  /ion  shall  be  given 
The  brightesl  glories  earth  can  yield, 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 

44:4:  John  Fawcett. 

1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 

( )ur  hearts  in  Jesus1  love  ; 
The  fellowship  of  Christian  minds 
Is  like  to  thai  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 

We  poor  united  prayers ; 

(  Mir  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  arc  one 

Our  comforts  and  our  cares, 


3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  "When  we  at  death  must  part, 

Not  like  the  world's,  our  pain; 
But  one  in  Christ,  and  one  in  heart, 
We  part  to  meet  again. 

5  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain, 

And  sin,  we  shall  be  free  ; 
And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Throughout  eternity. 

44:5  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Blest  arc  the  sons  of  peace 

Whose  hearts  and  hopes  are  one; 
Whose  kind  designs  to  serve  and  please 
Through  all  their  actions  run. 

2  Blest  is  the  pious  house 

Where  zeal  and  friendship  meet; 
Their  solids  of  praise,  their  mingled  vows, 
Make  their  eominunion  BWeet 

:;    From  those  celestial  springs 

Such  streams  of  pleasure  (low, 

As  no  increase  of  riches  brings, 

Nor  honors  can  bestow. 

1  Thos  on  the  heavenly  hills 
The  saints  are  blest  above ; 

Where  joy,  like  morning  dew  distils, 
Ami  all  the  air  is  [ove. 
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E.  J.  Hopkins. 
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446  C.  W.  Everest. 

2  Take  up  thy  cross ;  let  not  its  weight 
Fill  thy  weak  spirit  with  alarm ; 

His  strength  shall  bear  thy  spirit  up, 
And  brace  thy  heart,  and  nerve  thine  arm. 

3  Take  up  thy  cross,  nor  heed  the  shame ; 
Nor  let  thy  foolish  pride  rebel ; 

Thy  Lord  for  thee  the  cross  endured, 
To  save  thy  soul  from  death  and  hell. 


4  Take  up  thy  cross  then  in  His  strength, 
And  calmly  every  danger  brave ; 
'Twill  guide  thee  to  a  better  home, 
And  lead  to  victory  o'er  the  grave. 

5  Take  up  thy  cross,  and  follow  Christ, 
Nor  think  till  death  to  lay  it  down ; 
For  only  he  who  bears  the  cross, 
May  hope  to  wear  the  glorious  crown. 


EATON.      L.  M.  D. 


Z.  Wtvtll. 
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Arm  these  Thy  soldiers, mighty  Lord, With  shield  of  faith,and  Spirifs  sword;  )  [unfnrled, 

Forth  to  the  battle  may  they  go,  And  boldly  fight  against  the  foe,  f  With  banner  of  the  cross 
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And  by  it  over  -  come  the  world ;  And  so  at  last  receive  from  Thee  The  palm  andcrown  of  victory. 
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44/  Christopher  Wordsworth. 

2  Come,  ever-blessed  Spirit,  come, 

And  make  Thy  servants'  hearts  Thy  home; 
May  each  a  living  temple  be, 
Hallowed  for  ever,  Lord,  to  Thee ; 


Enrich  that  temple's  holy  shrine 
With  sevenfold  gifts  of  grace  divine  ; 
With  wisdom,  light,  and  knowledge  bless, 
Strength,  counsel,  fear,  and  godliness. 
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448  James  G.  Deck. 

1  Arouitd  Thy  grave,  Lord  Jesus, 

Thine  empty  grave,  we  stand, 
With  hearts  all  fall  of  praises, 
To  keep  Thy  blest  command; 

T>\  faith  our  souls  rejoicing 
To  trace  Thy  path  of  love, 

Through  death's  dark,  angry  billows 
Up  to  the  throne  above. 

2  Lord  Jesus,  we  remember 

The  travail  of  Thy  soul, 
When,  in  Thy  love's  deep  pity, 
The  waves  did  o'er  Thee  roll. 


Baptized  in  death's  cold  waters, 
For  us  Thy  blood  was  shed  ; 

For  us  the  Lord  of  glory 

Was  numbered  with  the  dead. 

3  Into  Thy  death  baptized, 

We  own  with  Thee  we  died; 
With  Thee,  our  Life,  are  risen, 
And  shall  be  glorified.   ■ 

From  sin,  the  world,  and  Satan, 
We're  ransomed  by  Thy  blood, 

And  now  would  walk  as  strangers, 
Alive  with  Thee,  to  God. 


BAPTISMAL    CHANT.  J.  B.  GArsBT. 

To  be  sung  as  each  of  the  persons  to  be  baptized  passes  into  the  Bapti 
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TbcLord  bless  thee  and  keep  tbee; 


The  Lord  be  irracious  unto  tbee; 


The  j  Lord  lift  Hie  countenance  up- 1 

on  thee, and  gire  tbee  peace. 
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To  be  sung  after  the  last  person  has  been  baptized. 
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ORDINANCE.       n. 


German  Chorale. 
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1    |  O  Thou  who  in  Jordan  didst  bow  Thy  meek  head, And  whelm'd  in  our  sorrow  didst  sink  to  the  dead, 
\  Then  rose  from  the  darkness  to  glory  above, And  clahn'd  for  Thy  chosen  the  kingdom  [(/mit]  of  love ! 
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4o0  George  W.  Bethtjne. 

2  Thy  footsteps  wc  follow,  to  bow  in  the 

tide,  [Thou  hast  died ; 

And  are  buried  with  Thee  in  the  death 
Then  wake  with  Thy  likeness  to  walk 

in  the  way  [less  day. 

That  brightens  and  brightens  to  shadow- 

3  0  Jesus,  our  Saviour,  O  Jesus,  our  Lord, 
Bv  the  life  of  Thy  passion,  the  grace  of 

Thy  Word, 


Accept  us,  redeem  us,  dwell  ever  within, 
To  keep,  by  Thy  Spirit,  our  spirits  from 
sin ; 

Till,  crowned  with  Thy  glory,  and  waving 
the  palm,  [of  the  Lamb, 

Our  garments  all  white  from  the  blood 

"We  join  the  bright  millions  of  saints 
gone  before,  [evermore. 

And  bless  Thee,  and  wonder,  and  praise 
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Sav  -  iour, 
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45  1  J.  M.  Hewett. 

2  Full  of  hope  &is  day  is  breaking; 
May  he  never  know  the  night. 
Thou  who  shinest  on  his  morninsr. 
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Be  at  eventide  his  Light; 

Son  of  Glory, 
Lose  him  never  from  Thv  si<rht. 
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DEDHAM.       C.  M. 
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1.  Je   -  sus,  Thy  love   shall     we 

■*■_,  Si 


p 

for  -  get,     And   nev  -  er    bring     to     mind 


<S> 


fc=tl= 


^ 


a~ 


J — rf 


'* 


|9 


21: 


I 


33tsEE=E35EEiEE3 


The  grace   that  paid     our    hope 
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45(0  William  Mitchell. 

1  Jesus,  Thy  love  shall  we  forget, 

And  never  bring  to  mind 
The  grace  that  paid  our  hopeless  debt, 
And  bade  us  pardon  find  ? 

2  Shall  we  Thy  life  of  grief  forget, 

Thy  fasting  and  Thy  prayer; 

Thy  locks  with  mountain  vapors  wet, 
To  save  us  from  despair  ? 

3  Gethsemane  can  we  forget, — 

Thy  struggling  agony, 
When  night  lay  dark  on  Olivet, 
And  none  to  watch  with  Thee? 

4  Life's  brightest  joys  we  may  forget, 

( >ur  kindred  cease  to  love  ; 
Bui  He,  who  paid  our  hopeless  debt, 
(  hir  constancy  shall  prove. 

5  Our  sorrows  and  our  sins  were  laid, 

( )n  Thee,  alone  on  Thee ; 
Thy  precious  blood  our  ransom  paid; 
Thine  all  the  glory  be. 

4:53  Gerard  T.  Noel. 

1  [i  human  kindness  meets  return, 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie ; 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  burn, 
To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh ; 

2  O  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  Him,  who  died,  our  fears  to  quell, 

Our  more  than  Orphan's  w  OC  I 
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3  While  yet  His  anguished  soul  surveyed 

Those  pangs  lie  would  not  flee, 
What  love  His  latest  words  displayed, 
"Meet,  and  remember  Me." 

4  Remember  Thee,  Thy  death,  Thy  shame, 

Our  sinful  hearts  to  share  ! 
0  memory,  leave  no  other  name 
But  His  recorded  there. 

454:  Pratt's  Collection. 

1  Prepare  us,  Lord,  to  view  Thy  cross, 

Who  all  our  griefs  hast  borne  ; 
To  look  onThee,whom  we  liavepicrced — 
To  look  on  Thee,  and  mourn. 

2  While  thus  we  mourn,  we  would  rejoice, 

And,  as  Thy  cross  we  sec. 
Let  each  exclaim,  in  faith  and  hope, 
"The  Saviour  died  for  me  !  n 

40  O  Isaac  Watts. 

1  To  Him  that  loved  the  souls  <A'  men, 

And  washed  us  in  1  lis  blood, 

To  royal  honors  raised  our  head. 

And  made  us  priests  to  God ; 

2  To  Him  let  every  tongue  be  praise, 

And  every  heart  be  love, 

All  grateful  honors  paid  on  earth, 

And  nobler  songs  above  ! 


To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 

( me  God,  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory  as  it  was,  is  now , 

And  shall  be  e\  ernioiv  ! 
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2  Renounce  thy  works  and  ways  with  grief, 
And  fly  to  this  most  sure  relief ; 

Nor  Him  forget,  who  left  His  throne, 
And  for  thy  life  gave  up  His  own. 

3  Eternal  truth  and  beauty  shine 

In  Him,  and  He  Himself  is  thine ; 
And  canst  thou,  then,  with  sin  beset, 
Such    charms,    such    matchless   charms 
forget  ? 

4  O  no ;  till  life  itself  depart, 

His  Name  shall  cheerand  warm  my  heart; 
And,  lisping  this,  from  earth  I'll  rise, 
And  join  the  chorus  of  the  skies. 

4o  /  Akne  Steele. 

1  To  Jesus,  our  exalted  Lord, 

The  Name  by  heaven  and  earth  adored, 
Fain  would  our  hearts  and  voices  raise 
A  cheerful  song  of  sacred  praise. 

2  But  all  the  notes  which  mortals  know, 
Are  weak,  and  languishing,  and  low ; 
Far,  far  above  our  humble  songs, 

The  theme  demands  immortal  tongues. 

3  Yet  while  around  His  board  we  meet, 
And  humbly  worship  at  His  feet, 

O  let  our  warm  affections  move, 
In  glad  returns  of  grateful  love. 

4  Let  humble,  penitential  woe, 
In  tears  of  godly  sorrow  flow ; 
And  Thy  forgiving  smiles  impart 
Life,  hope,  and  joy  to  every  heart. 


458  Isaac  Watts. 

1  No  more,  my  God,  I  boast  no  more 
Of  all  the  duties  1  have  done ; 

I  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before, 
To  trust  the  merits  of  Thy  Son. 

2  Now  for  the  love  I  bear  His  Name, 
What  was  my  gain  I  count  my  loss ; 
My  former  pride  I  call  my  shame, 
And  nail  my  glory  to  His  cross. 

3  Yes,  and  I  must  and  will  esteem 
All  things  but  loss  for  Jesus'  sake  ; 
O  may  my  soul  be  found  in  Him, 
And  of  His  righteousness  partake. 

4  The  best  obedience  of  my  hands 
Dares  not  appear  before  Thy  throne; 
But  faith  can  answer  Thy  demands, 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done. 

459  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Now  to  the  Lord,  who  makes  us  know 
The  wonders  of  His  dying  love, 

Be  humble  honors  paid  below, 
And  strains  of  nobler  praise  above ! 

2  'Twas  He  who  cleansed  our  foulest  sins, 
And  washed  us  in  His  precious  blood ; 
'Tis  He  who  makes  us  priests  and  kings, 
And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God. 

3  To  Jesus,  our  atoning  Priest, 
To  Jesus,  our  eternal  King, 

Be  everlasting  power  confessed, 
Let  every  tongue  His  glory  sing. 
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4oO  Josiah  Condeb 

2  Vine  of  heaven,  Thy  blood  supplies 
Tliis  blest  cup  of  sacrifice; 

Lord,  Thy  wounds  our  healing  give, 
To  Thy  cross  we  look  and  live. 

3  Day  by  day,  with  strength  supplied 
Through  the  life  of  Him  who  died, 
Lord  of  Life,"  O  let  us  be 
Rooted,  grafted,  built  on  Thee. 


PILGRIM    BAND. 


7.6. 


4u  X  John  Newton. 

1    Now  may  He  who  from  the  dead 

Brought  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
Jesus  Christ,  our  King  and  Bead, 
All  our  souls  in  safety  keep. 

•2  May  He  teach  us  to  fulfill 

What  is  pleasing  in  His  sight; 
Perfect  us  in  Ml  His  will, 

And  preserve  us  day  and  night. 

Parish  ITymnal. 


1.  Sit  down      be  -  neath   His   shad-  ow,         And     rest     with     great   de  -   light 
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4b/&  Frances  R.  Haveugal. 

l'  ( >  1 1  r  Master's  lore  remember, 
Exceeding  great  and  free  ; 

Lift  up  thy  heart  in  gladness, 

For  1 1<-  remembers  thee. 

3  A  little  while,  though  parted, 
Remember,  wait,  and  love, 
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Lmtil  He  comes  in  glory, 
Until  we  meet  above, 

Till  in  the  Father's  kingdom 
The  heavenly  feast  is  spread, 

And  we  behold  His  beauty, 
Whose  blood  for  OS  was  shedi 
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1.  Sweet  the    mo  ments,  rich  in    bless  -  ing,  Which  be  -  fore    the  cross  we  spend  ; 
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463  Walter  Shirley. 

2  Lord,  in  ceaseless  contemplation 

Fix  our  eyes  and  hearts  on  Thee, 
Till  we  know  Thy  full  salvation, 
And,  unveiled,  Thy  glory  see. 

3  For  Thy  sorrows  we  adore  Thee, 

For  the  griefs  that  wrought  our  peace : 
Gracious  Saviour,  we  implore  Thee, 
In  our  hearts  Thy  love  increase. 

LINCOLN.      8.4. 


464:  John  Newton. 

1  May  the  grace  of  Christ,  our  Saviour, 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor, 
Rest  upon  us  from  above. 

2  Thus  may  we  abide  in  union 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord, 
And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 
Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 

H.  J.  Gauntlett. 
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455  George  Eawson. 

2  His  body  broken  in  our  stead, 
Is  here,  in  this  memorial  bread ; 
And  so  our  feeble  love  is  fed, 

Until  He  come. 

3  His  fearful  drops  of  agony, 

His  life-blood  shed  for  us  we  see ; 
The  wine  shall  tell  the  mystery, 
Until  He  come. 
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And  thus  that  dark  betrayal-night, 
With  the  last  advent  we  unite, 
By  one  blest  chain  of  loving  rite, 
Until  He  come. 

O  blessed  hope  !  with  this  elate 
Let  not  our  hearts  be  desolate, 
But,  strong  in  faith,  in  patience  wait 
Until  He  come. 
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F.  J.  Haydn. 
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466  John  Newton. 

2  See,  the  streams  of  living  waters, 
Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  Bnpply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove; 
Who  can  faint,  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  V  assuage! 
Grace  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  Giver, 
Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 

ZION.       8.7.4. 


3  Round  each  habitation  hovering, 

See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear, 
For  a  glory  and  a  covering, 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near; 
Thus  deriving  from  their  banner 

Light  by  night,  and  shade  by  day, 
Safe,  they  feed  upon  the  manna 

Which  He  gives  them  when  they  pray. 

T.  Hastings. 
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MELCHIOR.      7.6.  D. 


M.  Teschner. 
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1    (  And  is  the  time  approaching.  By  prophets  long  foretold,    ) 
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To  moles  and  bats  be  thrown,  And  every  prayer  be  offered   To  God  in  Christ  a- lone  ? 


4rD  7  Jane  Borthwick. 

2  Shall  Jew  and  Gentile,  meeting 

From  many  a  distant  shore, 
Around  one  altar  kneeling, 

One  common  Lord  adore  ? 
Shall  all  that  now  divides  us 

Remove  and  pass  away, 
Like  shadows  of  the  morning 

Before  the  blaze  of  day  \ 

3  Shall  all  that  now  unites  us 

More  sweet  and  lasting  prove, 
A  closer  bond  of  union, 
In  a  blest  land  of  love  ? 


Shall  war  be  learned  no  longer, 
Shall  strife  and  tumult  cease, 

All  earth  His  blessed  kingdom, 
The  Lord  and  Prince  of  Peace  ? 

O  long-expected  dawning, 

Come  with  thy  cheering  ray  ; 
When  shall  the  morning  brighten, 

The  shadows  flee  away  } 
O  sweet  anticipation, 

It  cheers  the  watchers  on, 
To  pray,  and  hope,  and  labor, 

Till  the  dark  night  be  o-one. 


4bo  Thomas  Kelly. 

2  Every  human  tie  may  perish ; 

Friend  to  friend  unfaithful  prove; 

Mothers  cease  their  own  to  cherish ; 

Heaven  and  earth  at  last  remove ; 

But  no  changes 
Can  attend  Jehovah's  love. 

3  In  the  furnace  God  may  prove  thee, 

Thence  to  bring  thee  forth  more  bright, 
But  can  never  cease  to  love  thee ; 
Thou  art  precious  in  His  sight ; 

God  is  with  thee, 
God  thine  everlasting  light. 

469 

1 

Where  no  light  has  broken  through, 
Souls  that  Jesus  bought  by  dying, 
Whom  His  soul  in  travail  knew. 

Thousand  voices, 
Call  us,  o'er  the  waters  blue. 


Cecil  F.  Alexander. 
Souls  in  heathen  darkness  lying, 


Christians,  hearken;  none  has  taught  them 
Of  His  love  so  deep  and  dear ; 

Of  the  precious  price  that  bought  them  ; 
Of  the  nail,  the  thorn,  the  spear ; 

Ye  who  know  Him, 
Guide  them  from  their  darkness  drear. 

Haste,  0  haste,  and  spread  the  tidings 
Wide  to  earth's  remotest  strand  ; 

Let  no  brother's  bitter  eludings 
Rise  against  us,  when  we  stand 

In  the  judgment, 
From  some  far,  forgotten  land. 

Lo!  the  hills  for  harvest  whiten, 
All  along  each  distant  shore; 

Seaward  far  the  islands  brighten ; 
Light  of  Nations,  lead  us  o'er ! 

When  we  seek  them, 
Let  Thy  Spirit  go  before. 
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470  Isaac  Watt3. 

2  Let  mountains  from  their  scats  be  hurled 
Down  to  the  deep,  and  buried  there, 
Convulsions  shake  the  solid  world  ; 
Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 

3  There  is  a  stream,  whose  gentle  flow 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God, 

Life  love,  and  joy,  still  gliding  through, 
And  watering  our  divine  abode. 

4  That  sacred  stream,  Thine  holy  Word, 
Our  grief  allays,  our  fear  control-; 
Sweet  peace  Thy  promises  afford, 

And  rive  new  strength  to  fainting  souls. 

5  /ion  enjoys  her  monarch's  love, 
Secure  againsl  a  threatening  hour; 
Nor  can  her  firm  foundations  move, 
Built  on  1 1  is  truth,  and  armed  with  power. 

4/  1  Isaac  Watts. 

1  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run; 

His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  To  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  princes  throng  to  crown  His  head  ; 
Hi-  Name,  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

3  People  and  realms  of  ever)-  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetesl  song; 

And  infant   voices  shall  proclaim 

Their  early  blessings  on  His  Name. 


4  Blessings  abound  where'er  He  reigns; 

The  prisoner  leaps  to  loose  his  chains; 

The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  arc  blest 

5  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King; 
Angels  descend  with  Bongs  again, 

And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 

4:72  Rat  Palmer. 

1    Eternal  Father,  Thou  hast  said, 
That  Christ  all  glory  shall  obtain ; 
That  He  who  once  a  Sufferer  bled 
Shall  o'er  the  world  a  Conqueror  reign. 

■2   We  wait  Thy  triumph,  Saviour  King! 
Long  ages  have  prepared  Thy  way; 
Now  all  abroad  Thy  banner  fling, 
Set  time's  great  battle  in  array. 

3  Thy  hosts  are  mustered  to  the  field; 

-The  Cross!  the  Cross!"  the  battle-call; 

The  old  grim  towers  of  darkness  yield, 
And  soon  shall  totter  to  their  fall. 

4  On  mountain  tops  the  watch-fires  glow, 
Where   scattered    wide   the    watchmen 

stand  ; 
Voice  echoes  voice,  and  onward  flow 
The  joyous  shouts  from  land  to  land. 

5  0  fill  Thy  Church  with  faith  and  power; 

Bid  her  long  night  of  Weeping  cease; 
To  groaning  nations  haste  the  hour 
Of  life  and  freedom, 


light  and  peace. 
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47  «3  James  Montgomery. 

2  Give  tongues  of  fire,  and  hearts  of  love, 
To  preach  the  reconciling  word ; 
Give  power  and  unction  from  above, 
Whene'er  the  joyful  sound  is  heard. 

3  Be  darkness,  at  Thy  coming,  light ; 
Confusion,  order  in  Thy  path ; 
Souls  without  strength  inspire  with  might ; 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over  wrath. 

4  O  Spirit  of  the  Lord,  prepare 
All  the  round  earth  her  God  to  meet ; 
Breathe  Thou  abroad  like  morning  air, 
Till  hearts  of  stone  begin  to  beat. 

5  Baptize  the  nations;  far  and  nigh 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  record ; 
The  Name  of  Jesus  glorify, 
Till  every  kindred  call  Him  Lord. 

474  James  Joyce. 

1  Why,  on  the  bending  willows  hung, 
Israel,  still  sleeps  thy  tuneful  string, 
Still  mute  remains  thy  sullen  tongue, 
And  Zion's  song  declines  to  sing  ? 

2  Awake,  thy  sweetest  raptures  raise ; 
Let  heart  and  voice  unite  their  strains; 
Thy  promised  King  His  sceptre  sways ; 
And  Jesus,  thy  Messiah,  reigns. 

3  No  taunting  foes  the  song  require ; 
No  stranger  mocks  thy  captive  chain ; 
But  friends  invite  the  silent  lyre, 
And  brethren  ask  the  holy  strain. 


4  Nor  fear  thy  Salem's  hill  to  wrong, 
If  other  lands  thy  triumph  share ; 
A  heavenly  city  claims  thy  song, 
A  brighter  Salem  rises  there. 

5  By  foreign  streams  no  longer  roam, 
Nor,  weeping,  think  of  Jordan's  flood ; 
In  every  clime  behold  a  home, 

In  every  temple  see  thy  God. 

475  William  C.  Bryant. 

1   Look  from  Thy  sphere  of  endless  day, 

O  God  of  mercy  and  of  might ; 

In  pity  look  on  those  who  stray, 


Benighted, 


in  this  land  of  light. 


2  In  peopled  vale,  in  lonely  glen, 

In  crowded  mart,  by  stream  or  sea, 

How  many  of  the  sons  of  men 

Hear  not  the  message  sent  from  Thee. 

3  Send  forth  Thy  heralds,  Lord,  to  call 
The  thoughtless  young,  the  hardened  old, 
A  scattered,  homeless  flock,  till  all 

Be  gathered  to  Thy  peaceful  fold. 

4  Send  them  Thy  mighty  Word  to  speak, 
Till  faith  shall  dawn,  and  doubt  depart, 
To  awe  the  bold,  to  stay  the  weak, 
And  bind  and  heal  the  broken  heart. 

5  Then  all  these  wastes,  a  dreary  scene, 
That  make  us  sadden  as  we  gaze, 
Shall  grow  with  living  waters  green, 
And  lift  to  heaven  the  voice  of  praise. 
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ST.    PETER'S.       C.  M. 


A.  R.  Reinagle. 
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But,     Lord,  Thy  Church  is    pray-ing    yet, 


^m^m^m 


A    thou  -  sand  years    the   same. 
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4:  /  O  Arthub  C.  Coxe, 

1  O  where  arc  kings  and  empires  now, 

Of  old  that  went  and  came  ? 
But,  Lord,  Thy  Church  is  praying  yet 
A  thousand  years  the  same. 

2  We  mark  her  goodly  battlements, 

And  her  foundations  strong; 
AW'  h.<'ar  within  the  solemn  voice 
( >f  Jkt  unending  song. 

MAIDSTONE.      7.  D. 

tr 


3  For  not  like  kingdoms  of  the  world 

Thy  holy  Church,  O  God  ! 
Though  earthquake  shocks  are  threat- 
ening her, 
And  tempests  are  abroad  ; 

4  Unshaken  as  eternal  hills, 

Immovable  she  stands, 
A  mountain  that  shall  fill  the  earth, 
A  house  not  made  by  hands. 

W.  B.  Gilbert. 


t    J      Sol  -  dierfl  of  tlio  cross,  a  -  ripe,   Gird   you  with  your  ar-mor  bright  ;  \ 

**  J    Might  -  y  are    your  eu  -  e  -  mies,  Hard  the  bat  -  tie  ye  must  fight,     f  O'er  a  faith-lees  fall -en  world 
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Raipe  your  bau-ner  in    the  nky,    Let    it  float  there  wide  unfurled,  Bear    it     on  -  ward,  lift  it  high. 


4:77  William  W.  How. 

L'    'Mid  the  homes  of  want  and  woe, 

Strangen  to  the  living  Word, 

Let  the  Saviour's  herald  DfO, 

Lei  the  voice  of  hope  be  heard. 


Where  the  shadows  deepest  lie, 

( Jarry  truth's  unsullied  ray  ; 
Where  are  crimes  of  blackest  dye, 
There  the  saving  sign  display. 


MISSIONS, 


197 


THATCHER.      S.  M. 
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G.  F.  Handel. 


1.  Far     down    the 
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47  O  HORATIUS  BONAR. 

1  Far  down  the  ages  now, 

Much  of  her  journey  done, 
The  pilgrim  Church  pursues  her  way 
Until  her  crown  be  won. 

2  The  story  of  the  past 

Comes  up  before  her  view ; 
How  well  it  seems  to  suit  her  still, 
Old,  and  yet  ever  new. 

3  No  wider  is  the  gate, 

No  broader  is  the  way, 
No  smoother  is  the  ancient  path, 
That  leads  to  life  and  day. 

4  No  slacker  grows  the  fight, 

No  feebler  is  the  foe, 
Nor  less  the  need  of  armor  tried, 
Of  shield  and  spear  and  bow. 

5  Still  faithful  to  our  God, 

And  to  our  Captain  true, 
We  follow  where  He  leads  the  way, 
The  kingdom  in  our  view. 
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47y  HORATIU8  BONAR. 

1  Come,  Lord,  and  tarry  not ; 

Bring  the  long-looked-for  day ; 
O  why  these  years  of  waiting  here, 
These  ages  of  delay  ? 

2  Come  !  for  love  waxes  cold, 

Its  steps  are  faint  and  slow ; 
Faith  now  is  lost  in  unbelief ; 
Hope's  lamp  burns  dim  and  low. 

3  Come  !  for  creation  groans, 

Impatient  of  Thy  stay, 
Worn  out  with  these  long  years  of  ill, 
These  ages  of  delay. 

4  Come,  and  make  all  things  new ; 

Build  up  this  ruined  earth ; 
Restore  our  faded  Paradise, 
Creation's  second  birth. 

5  Come,  and  begin  Thy  reign 

Of  everlasting  peace ; 
Come,  take  the  kingdom  to  Thyself, 
Great  King  of  Righteousness. 


To  the  weary  and  the  worn 

Tell  of  realms  where  sorrows  cease 
To  the  outcast  and  forlorn 

Speak  of  mercy  and  of  peace. 
Guard  the  helpless,  seek  the  strayed, 

Comfort  trouble,  banish  grief ; 
With  the  Spirit's  sword  arrayed, 

Scatter  sin  and  unbelief. 


Be  the  banner  still  unfurled, 

Bear  it  bravely  still  abroad, 
Till  the  kingdoms  of  the  world 

Are  the  kingdoms  of  the  Lord. 
Praise  with  songs  of  holy  glee, 

Saints  of  earth  and  Heavenly  Host, 
Godhead  One  in  Persons  Three, 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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1.  Onward,  Chri.-tiau  sol  -  dier6,  Marching  as  to  war,  With  the  cross  of  Je  -   sue,  Go-ing  on  he-  fore. 
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Christ,  the  roy  -  al    Mas  -  ter,  Leads  against  the  foe  ;  Forward  in  -  to   bat  -  tie,      Sec,  His  bau-i. 


REFKAIN. 
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Onward,  Christian  soldiers,  Marching  as  to    war.         With  the  cross  of  Je  -  sus,  Going  on  he  -  fore. 
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4:80  S.  Baring  Gouij). 

2  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish, 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
But  the  ( nurch  of  Jesus 

(  lonstanl  will  remain  ; 
( rates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  premise, 

And  that  cannot  fail. — Ref. 

MISSIONARY    HYMN.       7.6.  D. 


3  Onward,  then,  ye  people, 

Join  our  happy  throng, 
Blend  with  ours  your  \ 

In  the  triumph-song; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor 

Unto  ( 'hrist  the  King ; 
This  through  countless  ages, 

Men  and  angels  sing. —  Rkf. 


L.  Mason. 
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1.  From  Greenland's  icy  mountain-,  Whore  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

From  India's  co-ral  straud,  Roll  down  their  golden  sand 
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From  many  an  indent  river.  From  many  I  palmy  plain, They  call  u^  to  deliver  Their  land  from  error's  chain. 
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CHENIES.      7.6.  D. 


T.  R.  Matthews. 
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1.  The  morning  light  is    breaking;  The  darkness  dis-ap-pears  ;  The  sons  of  earth  are 
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4ol  Samuel  F.  Smith. 

2  See  heathen  nations  bending 
Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending, 

In  gratitude  above ; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  Gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Saviour's  blessing, 
A  nation  in  a  day. 


f=F=f 


Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thine  onward  way ; 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay ; 
Stay  not,  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  home; 
Stay  not,  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  "  The  Lord  is  come." 


4rO/&  Reginald  Hebek. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle, 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile ; 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown, 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Can  wre  to  men  benighted 

The  Lamp  of  Life  deny? 
Salvation,  O  salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learnt  Messiah's  Name. 


4bd  Benjamin  Gough. 

1   Awake,  awake,  O  Zion, 

The  bridal  day  draws  nigh, 
The  day  of  signs  and  wonders, 


And  marvels  fr< 


iiigh ; 


The  sun  uprises  slowly, 

But  keep  thou  watch  and  ward ; 
Fair  Bride,  all  pure  and  lowly, 

Go  forth  to  meet  thy  Lord ; — 

The  Lamb  who  bore  our  sorrows 

Comes  down  to  earth  again  ; 
No  Sufferer  now7,  but  Victor, 

For  evermore  to  reign  ; 
To  reign  in  every  nation, 

To  rule  in  every  zofle ; 
0  wide-world  coronation  ! 

In  every  heart  a  throne. 
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THE     MINISTRY. 


MIZPAH.       L.  M. 


1.  Lord,   ponrThjSpil  -  it   from   on  high,  And  Thine  as  -  sem  -  bled  servants  bless; 
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ly,  And  clothe  them  all     with  riirht-eous  ness. 


(ira  -  ces  and  gifts    to   each     sup  -  pl\ 
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484  James  Montgomery. 

2  Within  Thy  temple  when  they  stand, 
To  teach  the  truth  as  taught  by  Thee, 
Like  Bhining  stars  in  Thy  right  hand, 
Let  all  Thy  Church's  pastors  be. 

3  True  wisdom,  firmness,  love  impart, 
And  zeal  and  meekness  from  above, 
To  bear  Thy  people  in  their  heart. 
And  love  the  bouIs  \\  hom  Thou  dost  love; 


COLCHESTER 


C.  M. 


To  love,  and  pray,  and  never  faint, 
By  day  and  night  their  guard  to  keep, 
To  warn  the  sinner,  cheer  the  saint, 
To  feed  thy  lambs,  and  tend  Thy  sheep. 

So,  when  their  work  is  finished  here, 
They  may  in  hope  their  charge  resign  ; 
So,  when  their  Master  shall  appear. 
They  may  with  crowns  of  glory  shine. 

II.   PURCEIX. 
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1.  Let     Zi  -  on's     watchmen 
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all      a  -  wake,  And     take  th'  a  -  larm  they  give 
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Now     let     them    from    the     month  of      (>'<>d     Their   sol-  emn     charge  re  -  ceive. 
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48 O  Philip  Doddridge. 

9  "IV  nol  a  <-au-<'  of  small  import 
The  pastor's  care  demands, 
But  what  mighl  fill  an  angel's  heart, 

And  filled  a  Saviour's  hands. 

3  They  watch  tor  souls,  for  which  the  Lord 
1  >id  heavenly  bliss  forego, — 


For  souls,  which  must  forever  live, 
In  rapture  or  in  woe. 

May  they  that  Jesus  whom  they  preach, 
Their  own  Redeemer,  Bee  : 

And  watch  Thou  daily  o'er  their  souls, 

That  they  may  watch  for  Thee. 


THE    MINISTRY. 
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WIMBORNE.       L.  M. 
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1.  The  sol  -  emn  ser-vice  now 
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done  ;  The  vow    is  pledged,  the  toil    be  -  gun  ; 
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Seal  Thou,  O  God,  the  oath    a   - 


the  pledge  of  love. 
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4oD  Samuel  F.  Smith. 

2  The  shepherd  of  Thy  people  bless ; 
Gird  him  with  Thine  own  holiness ; 
In  duty  may  his  pleasure  be, 

His  glory  in  his  zeal  for  Thee. 

3  Here  let  the  ardent  prayer  arise, 
Faith  fix  its  grasp  beyond  the  skies, 
The  tear  of  penitence  be  shed, 
&nd  myriads  to  the  Saviour  led. 

4  Come,  Spirit,  here  consent  to  dwell ; 
The  mists  of  earth  and  sin  dispel ; 
Blest  Saviour,  Thine  own  rights  maintain: 
Supreme  in  every  bosom  reign. 

48/  Thomas  Cotterill. 

1  0  King  of  Salem  !  Prince  of  peace  ! 
Bid  strife  among  Thy  subjects  cease ; 
One  is  our  faith,  and  one  our  Lord ; 
One  body,  spirit,  hope,  reward ; 

2  One  God  and  Father  of  us  all, 

On  whom  Thy  Church  and  people  call ; 

O  may  wTe  one  communion  be, 

One  with  each  other,  one  with  Thee. 


I      w    y    i  i 

3  Bless  all  whose  voice  salvation  brings, 
Who  minister  in  holy  things ; 

All  pastors  and  all  deacons  bless, 
Clothe  them  with  zeal  and  righteousness. 

4  Let  many  in  the  judgment  day, 
Turned  from  the  error  of  their  way, 
Their  hope,  their  joy,  their  crown  appear; 
Save  those  whopreachand  those  who  hear! 

4:8  8  William  Kingsbury. 

1  Great  Lord  of  all  Thy  Churches,  hear 
Thy  ministers'  and  people's  prayer ; 
Perfumed  by  Thee,  O  may  it  rise, 
Like  fragrant  incense  to  the  skies. 

2  Revive  Thy  churches  with  Thy  grace ; 
Heal  all  our  breaches,  grant  us  peace ; 
Rouse  us  from  sloth,  our  hearts  inflame 
With  ardent  zeal  for  Jesus'  Name. 

3  May  young  and  old  Thy  Word  receive, 
Dead  sinners  hear  Thy  voice  and  live, 
The  wounded  conscience  healing  find, 
And  joy  refresh  each  drooping  mind. 


489  Ray  Palmer. 

1  Lo  rd,  Thou  hast  taught  our  hearts  to  glow 

With  love's  undying  flame ; 
But  more  of  Thee  we  long  to  know, 
And  more  would  love  Thy  Name. 

2  Thy  life,  Thy  death,  inspire  our  song, 

Thy  Spirit  breathes  through  all ; 
And  here  our  feet  would  linger  long, 
But  we  obey  Thy  call. 


3  Teach  Thou  our  lips  of  Thee  to  speak, 

Of  Thy  sweet  love  to  tell ; 
Till  they  who  wander  far  shall  seek 
And  find  and  serve  Thee  well. 

4  O'er  all  the  world  Thy  Spirit  send, 

And  make  Thy  goodness  known, 
Till  earth  and  heaven  together  blend 
Their  praises  at  Thy  throne. 


202 


REVIVAL. 


MEAR.       C.  M. 


A.  Williams. 


1.    O        for       a        clos  -  er       -walk  with    God,       A     calm    and   heavenly   frame, 
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A       light    to      shine    up 


the     road  That  leads  me      to     the 
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490  William  Cowper. 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord? 
Where  is  the  SOlll-ref resiling  view 
( >t  Jesus  and  His  Word? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  then  enjoyed ! 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Return,  0  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  Messenger  of  rest  ! 

I  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn, 
And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 

5  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whatever  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  Thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 

( 'aim  and  serene  my  frame  ; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

4:9  1  Unknown. 

1  Be  FORI  Thine  awful  presence,  Lord, 

Thine  erring  servants  bow, 
Trembling,  to  apealt  the  solemn  word, 
To  frame  the  sacred  vow. 

2  The  sins  in  bonrs  of  weakness  wrought, 

The  vain  things  loved  before, 
The  wanton  deed, and  word, and  thought, 
Lord,  we  renounce  once  more. 


3  Once  more  we  vow  the  holy  Faith 

To  keep  unstained  and  true; 
Once  more  we  promise  unto  death 
Thy  holy  will  to  do. 

4  O  Father,  pardon  all  the  past; 

Renew  Thy  wasted  grace ; 
And  strengthen  us,  while  life  shall  last, 
To  run  the  heavenward  race. 

4«^/^  Johu  Morrison. 

1  Come,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our  God 

With  contrite  hearts  return  ! 
Our  God  is  gracious,  nor  will  leave 
The  desolate  to  mourn. 

2  His  voice  commands  the  tempest  forth. 

And  stills  the  stormy  wave; 

His  arm,  though  it  be  Btrong  to  smite, 
is  also  stron--  to  save. 

3  Our  hearts,  if  Grod  we  seek  to  know, 

Shall  know  Him  and  rejoice  ; 
His  coming  like  the  morn  shall  be; 

Lake  morning  songs  \\\>  voice. 

1    As  dew  upon  the  tender  herh, 

1  diffusing  fragrance  round  ! 
As  Bhowers  that  usher  in  the  spring, 

And  cheer  the  thirsty  ground ; 

5  So  shall  His  presence  Me—  our  souls, 

And  shed  a  joyful  light  | 

That  hallowed  morn  Bhall  chase  away 
The  sorrows  of  the  night. 


REVIVAL 


203 


S.  M 


A.   W ELIJAHS. 


j     I    j     J     j_J_E 


for  the  hap  -  py       hour     When    God  will  hear     our 


ffi 


Bti: 


:£=: 


Igr- 


cry 


-o- 


And 

g 

— fea 


^ 


i 


send,  with    a  re    -    viv  -  ing  power,   His         Spir  -  it    from 


iS 


z 


m 


riti* 


r: 


!S 


on 


high. 


^3E 


4t7  0  George  W.  Bethtjne. 

1  O  for  the  happy  hour 

When  God  will  hear  our  cry ; 
And  send,  with  a  reviving-  power, 
His  Spirit  from  on  high. 

2  We  meet,  we  sing,  we  pray, 

We  listen  to  the  Word, 
In  vain  ;  we  see  no  cheering  ray, 
No  cheering  voice  is  heard. 

3  Our  prayers  are  faint  and  dull, 

And  languid  all  our  songs ; 
Where  once  with  joy  our  hearts  were  full, 
And  rapture  tuned  our  tongues. 

4  While  many  seek  Thy  house, 

How  few,  around  Thy  board, 

Meet  to  recount  their  solemn  vows, 

And  bless  Thee  as  their  Lord ! 

5  Thou,  Thou  alone  canst  give 
.  .      Thy  Gospel  sure  success ; 

Canst  bid  the  dying  sinner  live 
Anew  in  holiness. 

6  Come,  then,  with  power  divine, 

Spirit  of  life  and  love ! 
Then  shall  our  people  all  be  Thine, 
Our  Church,  like  that  above. 

494  Unknown. 

1  Lord,  bid  Thy  light  arise 
On  all  Thy  people  here, 
And  as  we  lift  our  longing  eyes, 
0  may  we  find  Thee  near. 


2  The  Holy  Spirit  send, 

To  quicken  every  soul ; 
And  hearts,  the  most  rebellious,  bend 
To  Thy  divine  control. 

3  Let  all  that  own  Thy  Name 

Thy  sacred  image  bear ; 
And  light  in  every  heart  the  flame 
Of  watchfulness  and  prayer. 

4  Since  in  Thy  love  we  see 

Our  only  sure  relief, 
0  raise  our  earthly  minds  to  Thee, 
And  help  our  unbelief. 

4c/ O  Albert  Midlane. 

1  Revive  Thy  work,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mighty  arm  make  bare ; 
Speak  with  the  voice  that  wakes  the  dead, 
And  make  Thy  people  hear. 

2  Revive  Thy  work,  0  Lord, 

Disturb  this  sleep  of  death, 
Quicken  the  smouldering  embers  now, 
By  Thine  almighty  breath. 

3  Revive  Thy  work,  O  Lord, 

Exalt  Thy  precious  Name  ; 
And,  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  our  love 
For  Thee  and  Thine  inflame. 

4  Revive  Thy  work,  O  Lord, 

And  give  refreshing  showers; 
The  glory  shall  be  all  Thine  own, 
The  blessing,  Lord,  be  ours. 
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NEANDER.       8.7.4. 


J.  Neander. 
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Sav  -  iour,  Draw  our  children's  hearts  to    Thee  ;  \ 
fold-  ed,      May  they  quick-  ly     gathered     be;      j>" 


Gra-cious  Shepherd!  Gra-cious  Shepherd !  Draw  our    chil-dren's  hearts  to 
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4tyD  Unknown. 

2  Without  lliee,  all  human  effort 

Impotent  must  ever  be ; 
None  beside  Thyself  can  save  them, 
But  all  power  is  given  to  Thee; 

( taacious  Shepherd ! 
Draw  our  children's  hearts  to  Thee. 

3  On  Thy  love  and  care  we  cast  them, 

Bringing  them  in  faith  to  Thee; 
Teach  them,  Lord,  what  pcacoand  pleasure 

PRAYER.       11. 8. 


In  Thyself  and  ways  must  be; 

( rracioaa  Sa\  iour ! 
Draw  our  children's  hearts  to  Thee. 

From  the  world  and  Satan's  bondage, 

From  the  flesh,  <>  set  them  free; 
In  their  hearts  be  faith  implanted, 

Love  and  holiness,  by  Tie 
Gracious  Shepherd  ; 
Draw  our  children's  hearts  to  Thee. 

Gi-rinan  Melody. 
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Tin-  word  ha<  trone  forth,  and  the  faithful  have  need  Of  our  prayers,  the  great  caiiM>  to  <lc-f« ad. 
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4:97  F.n-li-l)  r,:ii.ti-t  Collection. 

3  I.'  t  pun-  clouds  of  incense  be  wafted  to  heaven, 
Prom  all  hearts  united  in  one, 
Thai  wisdom  and  grace  to  our  youths  may  be  given, 
And  strength  for  the  race  they  must  run. 
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Greek  Melody. 
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Sullivan's  Collection. 


2  Blot  out  our  sins,  O  Father ! 

Forgive  the  guilty  past ; 
Loose  from  their  bonds  the  captives 

Whom  Satan  holdeth  fast ; 
Wake  Thou  the  slumberingconscience, 

To  listen  to  Thy  call ; 
The  weak  and  wavering  strengthen, 

And  raise  up  them  that  fall. 

3  Lord,  banish  strife  and  variance, 

Knit  sundered  hearts  in  one, 
And  bind  us  all  together 

In  love  to  Thy  dear  Son. 
O  Father !  bless  our  parish, 

That  all  may  grow  in  grace, 
And  daily  love  Thee  better 

Until  we  see  Thy  face. 

499  Bernakd  or  Clunt  :  J.  M.  Neale. 

1  The  world  is  very  evil, 

The  times  are  waxing  late, 
Be  sober,  and  keep  vigil ; 
The  Judge  is  at  the  gate ; 


I       I 


The  Judge  that  comes  in.  mercy, 
The  Judge  that  comes  with  might, 

To  stop  the  course  of  evil, 
To  recompense  the  right. 

2  Arise,  arise,  ye  Christians, 

Let  right  to  wrong  succeed ; 
Let  penitential  sorrow 

To  heavenly  gladness  lead; — 
To  light  that  has  no  evening, 

That  knows  no  moon,  or  sun, 
The  light  so  new  and  golden, 

The  light  that  is  but  one. 

3  0  home  of  fadeless  splendor, 

Of  flowers  that  hide  no  thorn, 
Where  they  shall  dwell  as  children 

Who  here  as  exiles  mourn ! 
O  strive  to  win  that  glory  ; 

O  toil  to  gain  that  light ; 
Send  hope  before  to  grasp  it, 

Till  hope  be  lost  in  sight. 


3  From  the  youth  of  our  country  shall  armies  arise, 

The  Gospel  of  peace  to  proclaim  ; 
O'er  the  land  and  the  seas,  the  glad  message  that  flies, 
Shall  re-echo  Emmanuel's  Name. 

4  Wake,  parents  of  Israel !  0  wrestle  and  pray, 

That  grace  to  our  youths  may  be  given ; 
For  the  hands  that  in  faith  are  uplifted  to-day, 
Shall  prevail  with  our  Father  in  Heaven. 
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And  yet  vouchsafes,  in  Christian  lands,  To  dwell  in    tem  -  pies  made  with  hands  ; 
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500  John  M.  Neale. 

2  Grant  that  all  we,  who  here  to-day 
Rejoicing,  this  foundation  lay, 
May  be  in  very  deed  Thine  own, 
Bailt  on  the  precious  Corner-stone. 

3  Endue  the  creatures  with  Thy  ^race, 
That  shall  adorn  Thy  dwelling-place; 
The  beauty  of  the  oak  and  pine. 

The  gold  and  silver,  make  them  Thine. 

4  The  heads  that  guide,  endue  with  skill; 
The  hands  that  work,  preserve  from  ill; 
That  we,  who  these  foundations  lay, 
May  raise  the  topstone  in  its  day. 

5  Both  now  and  ever,  Lord,  protect 
The  temple  of  Thine  own  elect; 

Be  Thou  in  them,  and  they  in  Thee, 
( I  ever-blessed  Trinity  ! 

OLDENBERG.       II. 
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501  Mrs.  C.  II.  Joiin- 

1  An  earthly  temple  here  we  rai 
Lord  God,  our  Saviour,  to  Thy  prau 
O  make  Thy  gracious  presence  known 
While  now  we  lay  its  corner-stone. 

2  And  when  the  temple'4  made  with  hands1' 
Upon  its  firm  foundation  stands, 

O  may  we  all  with  loving  heart 
In  nobler  building  bear  a  part  ; 

3  Where  every  polished  stone  shall  be 
A  human  soul  won  back  to  Thee  ; 
All  resting  upon  Christ  alone, 

The  chief  and  precious  Corner-stone. 

4  So,  when  our  toil  is  o'er  at  last, 
All  labor  in  both  temples  past, 

0  may  it  then,  by  works  be  shown, 
That  faith  hath  laid  this  corner  -stone. 
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I.  Smith. 


"^    1  *^  J    [1    '' — 1-4-4-1    I  1  "J       1|    1       i  I 
=g=±3g »>— E^zzgz:ii^:jz:g=Ezg=Z3Kz±jg--^  9j    I 


1.    A  -  rise,      O    King    of     grace 

jig 

— i 1 — , — ! — -f-^— — , — 


:=t= 


*— * 


II  LI  ir-fr-fr    If-     3 


I  II 


to      be    owned  and  blest. 


1  i    i  i      i   r  r 


i 

O02  Isaac  Watts. 

2  Enter  with  all  Thy  glorious  train, 

Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  Word ; 

All  that  the  ark  did  once  contain 

Could  no  such  grace  afford. 

3  Here,  mighty  God,  accept  our  vows, 

Here  let  Thy  praise  be  spread ; 
Bless  the  provisions  of  Thy  house, 
And  fill  Thy  poor  with  bread. 

4  Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign, 

Let  God's  Anointed  shine, 
Justice  and  truth  His  court  maintain, 
With  love  and  power  divine. 

5  Here  let  Him  hold  a  lasting  throne, 

And,  as  His  kingdom  grows, 
Fresh  honors  shall  adorn  His  crown, 
And  shame  confound  His  foes. 


I 

503  W.  C.  Bryant. 

1  O  Thou,  whose  own  vast  temple  stands, 

Built  over  earth  and  sea, 
Accept  the  walls  that  human  hands 
Have  raised,  O  God,  to  Thee. 

2  And  let  the  Comforter  and  Friend, 

Thy  Holy  Spirit,  meet 
With  those  who  here  in  worship  bend 
Before  Thy  mercy-seat. 

3  May  they  who  err,  be  guided  here 

To  find  the  better  way ; 
And  they  who  mourn,  and  they  who  fear, 
Be  strengthened  as  they  pray. 

4  May  faith  grow  firm,  and  love  grow  warm, 

And  hallowed  wishes  rise,         [storm 
While  round  these  peaceful  walls  the 
Of  earth-born  passion  dies. 


504r  Heney  Wake,  Jr. 

2  More  simple  and  lowly  the  walls  that  we  raise, 
And  humbler  the  pomp  of  procession  and  praise, 
Where  the  heart  is  the  altar  whence  incense  shall  roll, 
And  Messiah  the  King  who  shall  pray  for  the  soul. 

3  0  Father,  come  in  !  but  not  in  the  cloud 

Which  filled  the  bright  courts  where  Thy  chosen  ones  bowed ; 
But  come  in  that  Spirit  of  glory  and  grace, 
Which  beams  on  the  soul  and  illumines  the  race. 

4  O  come  in  the  power  of  Thy  life-giving  Word, 
And  reveal  to  each  heart  its  Redeemer  and  Lord ; 
Till  faith  bring  the  peace  to  the  penitent  given, 
And  love  fill  the  air  with  the  fragrance  of  heaven. 
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THANKSGIVING. 


HARVEST    HYMN.       L.  M.  6  lines. 


J.  Barnby. 
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Lord     of    the   liar  -  vest,  Thee  we  hail  ;  Thine  ancient  promise  doth    not   fail  ; 
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The  vary-ing  sea  -  sons  haste  their  round,  With  goodness  all  our  years  are  crowned  , 
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Our  thanks  we  pay,  this  ho  -  ly  day  ;     O 


let  our  hearts 
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tune      be     found. 
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505  J.  ii.  (hum, 

1  Lord  of  the  harvest,  Thee  we  hail ; 
Thine  ancient  promise  doth  not  fail; 
The  varying  seasons  haste  their  round, 
With  goodness  all  oar  years  are  crowned; 

( >nr  thanks  we  pay,  this,  holy  day  ; 
O  let  our  hearts  in  tune  be  found. 

2  If  Bpring  doth  wake  the  Bong  of  mirth, 

If  Bummer  warms  the  fruitful  earth, 
When  winter  sweeps  the  naked  plain, 
Or  autumn  yields  its  ripened  grain, 

We  still  do  siiiy;  to  Thee  our  King; 
Thro'  all  their  changes  Thou  dost  reign. 

SPANISH    HYMN.      7.  6  lines. 


But  chiefly  when  Thy  liberal  hand 
Bestows  new  plenty  o'er  the  land, 
When  sounds  of  music  till  the  air, 
As  homeward  all  their  treasures  bear; 

We  too  will  raise  our  hymn  of  praise, 
For  we  Thy  common  bounties  share. 

Lord  of  the  harvest,  all  is  Thine; 
The  rains  that  fall,  the  suns  that  shine, 
The  seed  once  hidden  in  the  around. 
The  skill  that  makes  our  fruits  abound; 

New  every  year  Thy  gifts  appear; 
New  praises  from  our  lips  shall  sound. 


Spanish  Melody. 
D.  C. 
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WITTEMBERG.     6.7.6 

I      I 


J.  Cruder. 
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1    Now  tliank  we  all  our  God,With  heart,  and  hands,  and  voices,  Who  wondrous  things  hath 
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bless'd  us  on   our    way  With  countless  gifts  of  love 
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is  ours  to  -  day. 


506 


Martin  Rinkart  :  C.  Winkworth. 


Now  thank  we  all  our  God, 

With  heart,  and  hands,  and  voices, 
Who  wondrous  things  hath  done, 

In  whom  His  world  rejoices ; 
Who,  from  our  mother's  arms, 

Hath  bless'd  us  on  our  way 
With  countless  gifts  of  love, 

And  still  is  ours  to-day. 

O  may  this  bounteous  God 

Through  all  our  life  be  near  us, 

With  ever  joyful  hearts, 

And  blessed  peace,  to  cheer  us ; 


And  keep  us  in  His  grace, 

And  guide  us  when  perplexed, 

And  free  us  from  all  ills 
In  this  world,  and  the  next. 

All  praise  and  thanks  to  God 

The  Father  now  be  given, 
The  Holy  One  who  reigns 

In  earth  and  highest  heaven ; 
The  One  eternal  God, 

Whom  earth  and  heaven  adore, 
For  thus  it  was,  is  now, 

And  shall  be  evermore. 


507 


Anna  L.  Barbauld. 


All  the  blessings  of  the  fields, 
All  the  stores  the  garden  yields, 
Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain, 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripened  grain  ; 
Lord,  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 


Peace,  prosperity,  and  health, 
Private  bliss  and  public  wealth, 
Knowledge,  with  its  gladdening  streams, 
Pure  religion's  holier  beams ; 
Lord,  for  these  our  souls  shall  raise 
Grateful  vows  and  solemn  praise. 
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THAN  KSGIVING. 


AMERICA.      6.4. 


J.  Bull. 
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1.   My  country,  'tis    of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er-ty,    Of  thee    I   sing  ;  Land  where  my 
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fathers  died, Land  of  the  pilgrims'  pride,  From  every  mountain  side  Let  freedom  ring, 
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508  Samuel  F.  Smith. 

2  My  native  country,  thee, 
Land  of  the  noble  free, 

Thy  name  I  love  ; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills, 

Like  that  above. 

3  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song; 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break, — 

The  sound  prolong. 

4  Our  fathers'  God,  to  Thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  Thee  we  sin<y ; 

Long  may  <>ur  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light  ; 
Protect  us  by  Thy  might, 

Great  God,  our  King. 

O09  James  Montgomery. 

1   Tiik  ( fod  of  harvest  praise  ; 
In  loud  thanksgn tags  raise 

Hand,  heart,  and  voice; 
Tie-  \alle\  s  laugh  and  »ing, 

F<  treats  and  mountains  ring, 
The  plains  their  tribute  bring, 
Tie  Btreams  rejoice. 
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2  Yea,  bless  His  holy  Name, 
And  joyous  thanks  proclaim 

Through  all  the  earth ; 
To  glory  in  your  lot 
Is  comely  ;  but  be  not 
God's  benefits  forgot 

Amidst  your  mirth. 

3  The  God  of  harvest  praise; 
Hands,  hearts,  and  voices  raise 

With  one  accord ; 
From  field  to  garner  throng, 
Bearing  your  sheaves  along  ; 
And  in  your  harvest  song 

Bless  ye  the  Lord. 

510  John  S.  Dwight. 

1  (Jon  bless  our  native  land, 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand. 

Through  storm  and  night ; 
When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Ruler  of  winds  and  wave, 
1  >o  Thou  our  country  Bave 

By  Thy  irreat  might. 

2  For  her  our  prayer  sball  rise 
To  God,  above  the  ski 

On  Him  we  wait ; 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 
Guarding  with  watchful  eye, 
To  Thee  aloud  we  cry, 

<  iod  save  the  Stale. 


FAST. 
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PHILIPPI.      C.  M. 


English  Melody. 
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1.  Thine  arm,     O     Lord,     in     days    of      old    Was     strong  to       heal       and    save ; 
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It    triumphed    o'er      dis  -  ease    and 
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lark  -  ness      and       the    grave. 


death,  O'er    dark  -  ness      and       the    grave. 
I  I 


Oil  Edward  H.  Plumptre. 

2  To  Thee  they  went,  the  blind,  the  dumb, 

The  palsied  and  the  lame, 
The  leper  with  his  tainted  life, 
The  sick  Avith  fevered  frame. 

3  And  lo,  Thy  touch  brought  life  and  health, 

Gave  speech,  and  strength,  and  sight ; 
And  youth  renewed,  and  frenzy  calmed, 
Owned  Thee,  the  Lord  of  Light. 


HUMILITY. 


And  now,  O  Lord,  be  near  to  bless, 

Almighty  as  of  yore, 
In  crowded  street,  by  restless  couch, 

As  by  Gennesareth's  shore. 

To  hands  that  work  and  eyes  that  see 
Give  wisdom's  heavenly  lore, 

That  whole  and  sick,  and  weak  and  strong, 
May  praise  Thee  evermore. 


B.  Dykes. 


O  1  2  John  H.  Gubney. 

2  When  dangers,  like  a  stormy  sea, 

Beset  our  country  round, 
To  Thee  we  looked,  to  Thee  we  cried, 
And  help  in  Thee  was  found. 

3  With  one  consent  we  meekly  bow 

Beneath  Thy  chastening  hand, 


And,  pouring  forth  confession  meet, 
Mourn  with  our  mourning  land. 

4  With  pitying  eye  behold  our  need, 
As  thus  we  lift  our  prayer; 
Correct  us  with  Thy  judgments,  Lord, 
Then  let  Thy  mercy  spare. 
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ONIDO.      7.  D. 


THE     YEAR. 


Arr.  from  Pletel. 


1.  Thou  who  roll'st  tin-  year  around, Crown 'd  with  mercies  large  and  free.Rich  thy  gifts  to  us  abound, 
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Warm  our  thanks  shall  rise  to  Thee  ;  Kindly    to    our  wor-ship  bow,  While  our  grateful 
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prais-es  swell,That,sustainedbyThee,we  now   Bid  the   part  -  ing  year  fare-will. 
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ulo  Rat  Palmer. 

2  All  its  numbered  days  are  sped, 
All  its  busy  scenes  are  o'er, 
All  its  joys  forever  fled, 

All  its  sorrows  felt  no  more; 
Mingled  with  tli'  eternal  past, 

Its  remembrance  shall  decay ; 
Yet  to  be  revived  at  last 

At  the  solemn  judgment-day. 
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3  All  our  follies,  Lord,  forgive; 

Cleanse  each  heart  and  make  us  Thine 
Let  Thy  grace  within  us  live, 

As  our  future  suns  decline  ; 
Then,  when  life's  last  eve  shall  come, 

Happy  spirits,  let  us  fly- 
To  our  everlasting  home, 

To  our  Father's  house  on  high. 

C.   DURBAN. 
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RUTHERFORD.       7.6.  D. 
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[away, 
1.  The  leaves  around  me  falling  Are  preaching  of  decav;  The  hollow  winds  are  calling, "  Come,  pilgrim,  come 
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The  duy  in  night  d<clin-ingSayn  I  too  mofl  decline;  The  year,  its  life  resigning,— Its  lot  (breshftdowi  mine. 


THE     YEAR. 


213 


GASKILL.       C.  M. 


R.    FaKRANT 
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1.  Our      Fa  -  ther !   thro'   the  com  -  ing    year,  We    know    not  what    shall      be 
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But      we  would  leave,  with  -  out      a      fear,     Its       or  -  dering  all      to      Thee. 
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Ol4  William  Ga skill. 

2  It  may  be  we  shall  toil  in  vain 

For  what  the  world  holds  fair ; 
And  all  the  good  we  thought  to  gain, 
Deceive,  and  prove  but  care. 

3  It  may  be  it  shall  darkly  blend 

Our  love  with  anxious  fears, 
And  snatch  away  the  valued  friend, 
The  tried  of  many  years. 

4  It  may  be  it  shall  bring  us  days 

And  nights  of  lingering  pain ; 

And  bid  us  take  a  farewell  gaze 

Of  these  loved  haunts  of  men. 

5  But  calmly,  Lord,  on  Thee  we  rest ; 

Xo  fears  our  trust  shall  move; 
Thou  knowest  what  for  each  is  best, 
And  Thou  art  perfect  Love. 


515  Latin:  F.  Pott. 

1  The  year  is  gone,  beyond  recall, 

With  all  its  hopes  and  fears, 
With  all  its  bright  and  gladdening  smiles, 
With  all  its  mourners'  tears. 

2  Thy  thankful  people  praise  Thee,  Lord, 

For  countless  gifts  received  ; 
And  pray  for  grace  to  keep  the  faith 
Which  saints  of  old  believed. 

3  From  evil  deeds  that  stain  the  past 

We  now  desire  to  flee ; 
And  pray  that  future  years  may  all 
Be  spent,  good  Lord,  for  Thee. 

4  O  Father,  let  Thy  watchful  eye 

Still  look  on  us  in  love, 
That  we  may  praise  Thee,  year  by  year, 
With  ano;el-hosts  above. 


516  Henry  F.  Ltte. 

2  The  light  my  path  surrounding, 

The  love  to  which  I  cling, 
The  hopes  within  me  bounding, 

The  joys  that  round  me  sing, — 
All  melt  like  stars  of  even 

Before  the  morning's  ray, 
Pass  upward  into  heaven, 

And  chide  at  my  delay. 

3  The  friends,  gone  there  before  me, 

Are  callino-  fjom  on  hio-h, 
And  joyous  angels  o'er  me 
Tempt  sweetly  to  the  sky ; 


"  Why  wait,"  they  say,  "  and  wither, 
'Mid  scenes  of  death  and  sin  j 
O  rise  to  glory  hither, 

And  find  true  life  begin  ! " 

t  I  hear  the  invitation, 

And  fain  would  rise  and  come ; 
A  sinner,  to  salvation  ; 

An  exile,  to  his  home ; 
But  while  I  here  must  linger, 

Thus,  thus  let  all  I  see 
Point  on,  with  faithful  finger. 

To  heaven,  O  Lord,  and  Thee. 
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THE    YEAR. 


BENEVENTO.      7.  D. 


S.  Webbe. 


M^gl 


1.   While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun  Hasted  thro'  the  for  -  mer  year,  Man-y  souls  their 

D.  s.  They  have  done  with  all  be  low  ;  We  a       lit  -  tie 
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race  have  run.  Never  more  to  meet  us    here;      Fixed  in    an      e  -  ter  -  nal  state, 
long-er  wait,  But  how  lit  -  tie,  none  can    know. 
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517  John  Newton. 

2  As  the  winged  arrow  flies 
Speedily  the  mark  to  rind; 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 

Marts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind; 
Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 

Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream  ; 
Upward,  Lord,  our  spirits  raise, 
All  below  is  but  a  dream. 

WARFARE.       6.5. 
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3  Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive; 
Pardon  of  our  Bins  renew  ; 

Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live 

With  eternity  in  view; 
Bless  Thy  Word  to  young-  and  old; 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love ; 
And  when  life's  short  tale  is  told 

May  we  dwell  with  Thee  above, 

E.  J.  Gauntlett. 

Fh.e. 
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1.  Stauding  at  the  por  -  tal    Of  the  opening  year,  Words  of  comfort  meet  us,  llu>hinu'  every  Fear. 
Ref.    Onward,  then,  and  fear  not.  Children  of  the  Day  1  For  His  word  .-hall  nev  er,  Nev-er  paea  a  -  way. 


r rr  rrrprrCTTT 


m^mmmmm^m^  i 


spoken  thro1  the  sl-Ienoe  By  our  Father's  voice,  Tender,  itrong,  and  faithful,  Making  ua  re-Joice. 
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Olo  Fmasom  EL  Hatbbqax. 

2  u  I,  the  Lord,  am  with  theo, 
Be  Thou  nol  afraid  ! 
I  will  help  and  strengthen, 
Be  thou  not  dismaj  ed  ! 


Yea,  T  will  uphold  thee 

With  My  own  right  hand ; 
Thou  art  called  and  chosen 

In  inv  Bight  to  stand." — Kef. 


THE    YEAR, 

NEW    YEAR    HYMN.      7.5.  D. 
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J.  Bajinby. 
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1.  Fa  -  tlier,  here  we  ded  -  i  -  cate  This  new  year  to   Thee,  In  what  -  ev  -  er  world-ly 
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state   Thou  wilt  have      us 
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be.      Not  from  sor  -  row,  pain,  and  care,    Free-dom 
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dare    we  claim  ;  This  a  -  lone  shall  be  our    prayer,  Glo  -  ri   -  fy    Thy  Name. 
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O  1  y  L.  Ttjttiett. 

2  Can  a  child  presume  to  choose 

Where  or  how  to  live  ? 
Can  a  Father's  love  refuse 

All  the  best  to  give  ? 
More  Thou  givest  every  day 

Than  the  best  can  claim ; 
Nor  withholdest  aught  that  may 

Glorify  Thy  Name. 

3  If  in  mercy  Thou  wilt  spare 
Joys  we  yet  partake ; 

If  on  life,  serene  and  fair, 
Brighter  rays  may  break ; — 
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Thee  our  hearts,  while  glad  they  sing, 

Shall  in  all  proclaim  ; 
And,  whate'er  the  year  shall  bring, 

Glorify  Thy  Name. 

If  Thou  callest  to  the  cross, 

And  its  shadow  come, 
Turning  all  our  gain  to  loss, 

Shrouding  heart  and  home ; 
Teach  us,  Lord,  how  Thy  dear  Son 

To  His  glory  came ; 
In  our  woe  we'll  still  pray  on 

Glorify  Thy  Name. 


For  the  year  before  us, 

O  what  rich  supplies  ! 
For  the  poor  and  needy 

Living  streams  shall  rise ; 
For  the  sad  and  sinful 

Shall  His  grace  abound ; 
For  the  faint  and  feeble 

Perfect  strength  be  found. — Ref. 


He  will  never  fail  us, 

lie  will  not  forsake; 
His  eternal  covenant 

He  will  never  break. 
Resting  on  His  promise, 

What  have  we  to  fear? 
God  is  all-sufficient 

For  the  coming  year. — Ref. 
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MUNICH.      7.6.  D. 


German  Melody. 


0       God,  the  Bock  of    A  -  ltcs,  Whoev-er  -  more  hast  been, 
What  time  the  tempest  r:i_-  -  <•-.  our  dwelling-place  se-  rene  ! 
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Lord,  the  same    as 
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O/iU  Edward  n.  Bickersteth. 

2  Our  years  are  like  the  shadows 
O'er  sunny  hills  that  fly, 
Or  grasses  in  the  meadows 
That  blossom  but  to  die  ; 
A  sleep,  a  dream,  a  story, 

By  strangers  quickly  told, 
An  unremaining  glory 

Of  things  that  soon  are  old. 
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MORNINGTON.       S.  M. 


( )  Thou,  who  canst  not  slumber, 

Whose  light  grows  never  pale, 
Teach  us  aright  to  number 

Our  years  before  they  fail. 
On  us  Thy  mercy  lighten, 

On  us  Thy  goodness  rest  ; 
And  let  Thy  Spirit  brighten 

The  hearts  Thyself  hath  blessed. 

G.    W.    MoRXIXOTON. 
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1.  To-morrow,  Lord,  is  Thine,  And  if  its  sun   a-rise  and  shine. 

Lodged  in  Thy  sovereign  hand  ;  It  shines  by  Thy  command. 


1 

Ool  Philip  Doddridge. 

2  The  present  moment  flies, 

And  bears  our  life  away  ; 
O  make  Thy  servants  truly  wise, 
That  they  may  live  to-day. 

3  Since  on  this  winged  hour 

Eternity  is  hung, 
Waken  by  Thine  almighty  power 
The  aged  and  the  young. 

4  (  »ne  thing  demands  our  care  : 

( I  he  it  still  pursued  ; 
Lest,  slighted  once,  the  season  fair 
Should  never  be  renewed. 


Ft* 

O  fi  &  HORATIlT8  Bonar. 

1  Make  haste,  0  man,  to  live, 

For  thou  BO  BOOH  must  die; 

Time  hurries  past  thee  like  the  breeze, 

How  swift  its  moments  fly. 

2  Make  haste,  <  I  man,  to  do 

Whatever  must  be  done  ; 

Thou  hast  no  time  to  lose  in  sloth, 
Thy  day  w  ill  soon  be  gone. 

3  Up  then  with  speed,  and  work; 

Fling  ease  and  self  away  ; 

This  is  no  time  for  thee  to  ^leep, 

1  p.  watch,  and  work  and  pray. 
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GEER. 


Greatorex. 


O/dS  Richard  Baxter. 

2  If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad 

That  I  may  long  obey ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad 
To  soar  to  endless  day  ? 

3  Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms 

Than  He  went  through  before; 


And  he  that  to  God's  kingdom  comes 
Must  enter  by  this  door. 

Come,  Lord,  when  grace  hath  made  me 
Thy  blessed  face  to  see  ;  [meet 

For,  if  Thy  work  on  earth  be  sweet, 
What  will  Thy  glory  be  ? 
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G.  F.  Root. 
I  2d.         Fine. 
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(My  days  are  glid-ing  swiftly  by,  And  I,        a    pil-griru  stranger,  Would 

I  not  detain  them,  as  they  fly,  Those  hours  of  toil  and  [Omit ]  dan-ger  : 

D.  s.  just  before,  the  shining  shore  We  may  almost  dis-  [Omit J  cov  -  er. 
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we  stand  on  Jordan's  strand  ;  Our  friends  are  pass-ing 
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Q&Q  David  Nelson. 

2  Our  absent  King  the  watchword  gave, 

"  Let  every  lamp  be  burning ; " 
We  look  afar  across  the  wave, 

Our  distant  home  discerning. — Ref. 

3  Should  coming  days  be  dark  and  cold, 

We  will  not  yield  to  sorrow, 


For  hope  will  sing,  with  courage  bold, 
"  There's  glory  on  the  morrow." — Ref. 

Let  storms  of  woe  in  whirlwinds  rise, 
Each  cord  on  earth  to  sever, 

There,  bright  and  joyous  in  the  skies, 
There,  is  our  home  forever. 
Ref.  — For  now  we  stand,  etc. 
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II.  L.  Jexner. 


i 
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I'm      near  -  er      home 
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Than     e'er       I've     been     be    -    fore 


as 


x: 


F^r 


=3>— — : 
EEEzzdE 


5  2  O  '  Phozbe  Caby. 

2  Nearer  my  Father's  house, 

Where  the  blest  mansions  be ; 
Nearer  the  great  white  throne, 
Nearer  tin-  crystal  sea  ; 

3  Nearer  the  bound  where  we 

Must  lay  our  burdens  down; 
Nearer  to  leave  the  cross, 
Nearer  to  gain  the  crown. 

LEOMINSTER.     S.  M.  D. 
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4  O,  if  my  mortal  feet 

Have  almost  gained  the  brink, 
If  I  am  nearer  home 

To-day  than  e'en  I  think; — 

5  Father,  perfect  my  trust, 

That  I  may  rest,  in  death, 
On  Christ,  my  Lord,  alone, 
And  thus  resign  my  breath. 

Arr.  by  A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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1.  A     few  more  years  shall  roll,  A    few  more  sea  -  sons  come  ;  And  we  shall  be  with 
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those  that  rest    A  -  sleep  with-in  the    tomb.     A      few  more  storms  shall  beat     On 


this  wild  rocky  shore  ;  And  Ave  shall  be  where  tempests  cease,  And  surges  swell  no  more. 
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W.  B.  Gilbert. 
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1.  There  is        a  bless -ed  liome  Be-yond  this  land  of  woe, Where  tri  -  als  uev  -  er 


♦   -f2- 


SS^    J^J^XQ 


-4-: 


:F=cF 


PPpP 


come,  Nor  tears  of     sor  -  row  flow;  Where  faith  is    lost     in  sight,  And  pa  -  tient 


§ife 


-y 


-Mkmm 


&t£e±rf 


-u  n   l 


I 
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O  /&  D  Henry  W.  Baker. 

2  There  is  a  land  of  peace, 

Good  angels  know  it  well 
Glad  songs  that  never  cease 

Within  its  portals  swell ; 
Around  its  glorious  throne 

Ten  thousand  saints  adore 
Christ,  with  the  Father  One, 

And  Spirit,  evermore. 

3  0  joy  all  joys  beyond, 

To  see  the  Lamb  who  died, 

And  count  each  sacred  wound 

In  hands  and  feet  and  side ; 


To  give  to  Him  the  praise 

Of  every  triumph  won, 
And  sing  through  endless  days 

The  great  things  He  hath  done. 

Look  up,  ye  saints  of  God, 

Nor  fear  to  tread  below 
The  path  your  Saviour  trod 

Of  daily  toil  and  woe ; 
Wait  but  a  little  while 

In  uncomplaining  love, 
His  own  most  gracious  smile 

Shall  welcome  you  above. 


O  at  HORATIUS  BONAR. 

2  A  few  more  struggles  here, 

A  few  more  partings  o'er, 
A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears, 

And  we  shall  weep  no  more. 
A  few  more  Sabbaths  here 

Shall  cheer  us  on  our  way; 
And  we  shall  reach  the  endless  rest, 

The  eternal  Sabbath  day. 


'Tis  but  a  little  while, 

And  He  shall  come  again, 
Who  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives 

That  we  with  Him  may  reign. 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

Our  souls  for  that  glad  day ; 
0  wash  us  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  our  sins  away  ! 
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DEATH. 


HOPE.      L.  M. 


H.  S.  Irons. 
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528  Charlotte  Elliott. 

2  Let  me  be  with  Thee  where  Thou  art, 
Thine  unveiled  glory  to  behold; 
Then  only  will  this  wandering  heart 

( lease  to  be  false  to  Thee  and  cold. 

3  Let  me  be  with  Thee  where  Thou  art, 
AVhere  spotless  saints  Thy  Name  adore; 

CONSOLATION.      7.8. 


Then  only  will  this  sinful  heart 
Be  evil  and  defiled  no  more. 

Let  me  be  with  Thee  where  Thou  art. 
Where  none  can  die,  where  none  remove; 
There  neither,  death  nor  life,  will  part 
Me  from  Thy  presence  and  Thy  love, 

W.  B.  Gilbert. 
I  Ui. 


1    j  Tender  Shepherd, Thou  hast  still'd  Now  Thy  little  lamb's  brief  weep  ing  ; 
(  Ah,  how  peaceful,  pale,  and  mild    In      its  narrow  bed  'tis   sleep-  [Omit] 
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5<J9  William  MEHinoLD :  0.  Winkworth. 

2  In  this  world  of  care  and  pain, 

Lord,  Thou  wouldsl  no  longer  leave  it 
To  the  Bunny  heavenly  plain 

Thou  dost  now  with  joy  receive  it; 
( Hothed  in  robes  of  spotless  white, 
Now  it  dwell>  with  Thee  in  Light, 
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Ah,  Lord  Jeans,  grant  that  we 

Where  it  lives  may  soon  be  living, 

And  the  lovely  pastures  Bee, 

That  its  heavenly  food  are  giving; 
Then  the  gain  of  death  we  prove, 

Though  Thou  take  what  most  we  love. 

Amen. 


DEATH. 
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LAST    SLEEP.      4.6.  D. 


J.  Barnhy. 
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1.  Sleep  thy  last  sleep,  Free  from  care  and  sorrow ;  Rest,  where  none  weep,  Till  th'  e-ter-nal  morrow  ; 
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Though  dark  waves  roll  O'er  the  si-lent  riv  -  er,  Thy  faint-ing  soul     Je  -  sus  can  de  -  liv  -  er.     A  -  men 
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530  E.  A.  Dayman. 

2  Life's  dream  is  past, 
All  its  sin,  its  sadness ; 

Brightly  at  last 
Dawns  a  day  of  gladness. 

Under  thy  sod, 
Earth,  receive  our  treasure, 

To  rest  in  God, 
Waiting  all  His  pleasure. 
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REST.      L.  M. 


3  Though  we  may  mourn 
Those  in  life  the  dearest, 

They  shall  return, 
Christ,  when  Thou  appearest ! 

Soon  shall  Thy  voice 
Comfort  those  now  weeping, 

Bidding  rejoice 
All  in  Jesus  sleeping.     Amen. 

W.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  A  -  sleep  in    Je  -  sus!    blessed  sleep,  From  which  none  ev  -  er    wake  to  weep; 
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O  O  1  Margaret  Mackay. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus !  peaceful  rest, 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

3  Asleep  in  Jesus !  O  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be  ! 
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Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  hio-1 . 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  far  from  thee 

Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  b    * 
But  there  is  still  a  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep. 


DEATH. 


EMPYREAN.      S.  If. 


1.  "  For  -  ev  -  ear  with  the  Lord  :  "  A  -  men,  so  let      it     be  ;     Life  from  the  dead  is 
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James  Montgomery. 


2  Here  in  the  body  pent, 

Absent  from  Him  I  roam, 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

9  My  Father's  house  on  high, 
Home  of  my  soul,  how  near, 
At  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye, 
Thy  golden  gates  appear. 

4  All,  then  my  spirit  faints 

To  reach  the  land  I  love, 
The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above. 

5  "  For  ever  with  the  Lord;" 

Father,  if  'tis  Thy  will, 
The  promise  of  that  faithful  word 
E'en  here  to  me  fulfil. 

6  So,  when  my  latest  breath 

Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain, 
By  death,  I  shall  escape  from  death, 
And  life  eternal  gain. 

0  3  3  Samuel  F.  Smith. 

1  I  >  for  the  death  of  those 

Who  slumber  in  the  Lord  ; 
( I  be  like  theirs  my  last  repose, 

Like  theirs  my  last  reward. 

2  Their  bodies  in  the  ground, 

In  silent  hope  may  lie, 
Till  the  last  trumpets  joyful  sound 
Shall  call  them  to  the  sky. 
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3  Their  ransomed  spirits  soar 

On  wings  of  faith  and  love, 

To  meet  the  Saviour  they  adore, 

And  reign  with  Him  above. 

4  With  us  their  names  shall  live 

Through  long,  succeeding  years, 
Embalmed  with  all  our  hearts  can  give, 
Our  praises  and  our  tears. 

5  O  for  the  death  of  those 

Who  slumber  in  the  Lord! 

O  be  like  theirs  my  last  repose, 

Like  theirs  my  last  reward  I 

0  34:  EicnARD  M.vxt. 

1  For  all  Thy  saints,  0  Lord, 

Who  strove  in  Thee  to  live, 
Who  followed  Thee,  obeyed,  adored, 

Our  grateful  hymn  receive. 

2  For  all  Thy  saints  0  Lord, 

Accept  our  thankful  cry, 
Who  counted  Thee  their  great  reward, 
And  strove  in  Thee  to  die, 

3  They  all  in  life  and  death, 

With  Thee,  their  Lord,  in  view. 
Learned  from  Thy  Holy  Spirit's  breath 
To  suffer  and  to  do. 

4  For  this  Thy  Name  we  bless, 

And  humbly  prav  that  we 

May  follow  them  in  holiness, 

And  live  and  die  in  Thee. 


COMING    OF    THE     LORD 
REDEMPTION.       7.6.  D. 
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1.   Rejoice,  rejoice,  be  -  liev  -  ers,  And  let  your  lights  appear ;  The  eve-  ning  is     ad- 
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soon  He  will  draw  nigh  ;  Up  !  pray,  and  watch,  and  wrestle !  At  midnight  comes  the  cry. 
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5o5  L.  Laurenti :  J.  Borth~wick. 

2  See  that  your  lamps  are  burning, 

Replenish  them  with  oil ; 
Look  now  for  your  salvation, 

The  end  of  sin  and  toil. 
The  watchers  on  the  mountain 

Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near ; 
Go  meet  Him  as  He  cometh, 

With  hallelujahs  clear. 

3  O  wise  and  holy  virgins, 

Now  raise  your  voices  higher, 
Till,  in  your  jubilations, 
Ye  meet  the  anofel-choir. 


The  marriage-feast  is  waiting, 
The  gates  wide  open  stand ; 

Up,  up,  ye  heirs  of  glory  ! 
The  Bridegroom  is  at  hand. 

Our  Hope  and  Expectation, 

O  Jesus,  now  appear ; 
Arise,  Thou  Sun  so  longed  for, 

O'er  this  benighted  sphere ! 
With  heart  and  hands  uplifted, 

We  plead,  O  Lord,  to  see 
The  day  of  earth's  redemption, 

And  ever  be  with  Thee  ! 


536  C.  H.  A.  Malax  :  G.  W.  Bethune. 

1  It  is  not  death  to  die ; 

To  leave  this  weary  road, 
And,  'mid  the  brotherhood  on  high, 
To  be  at  home  with  God. 

2  It  is  not  death  to  close 

The  eye  long  dimmed  by  tears, 
And  wake,  in  glorious  repose, 
To  spend  eternal  years. 


It  is  not  death  to  bear 

The  wrench  that  sets  us  free 

From  dungeon  chain,  to  breathe  the  air 
Of  boundless  liberty. 

Jesus,  Thou  Prince  of  Life  ! 

Thy  chosen  cannot  die  ; 
Like  Thee,  they  conquer  in  the  strife, 

To  reign  with  Thee  on  high. 
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COMING    OF    THE    LORD. 


O'er  the  distant  mountains  breaking,  Comes  the  reddening  dawn  of  day  ;  Rise,  my  soul,  from  Bleep  awaking, 
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Rise,  and  sing  and  watch  and  pray;     Tis   thy  Sav-iour,    On  His  bright,  re  -  turn  -  ing       way. 


i~     r»  i  P  *  P    P     P    i  P-'-P—P — KF 2— t  ^— rr 

^=g=^=FT~rr"  -;-f— r-FF^kiln^LE 


537  J.  S.  B.  Monseix. 

1  O'er  the  distant  mountains  breaking, 

Comes  the  reddening  dawn  of  day  ; 
Rise,  my  sou],  from  Bleep  awaking, 
Jiisc,  and  Bing  and  watch  and  pray  ; 

'Tis  thy  Saviour, 
On  His  bright,  returning  way, 

2  O  Thou  long-expected,  weary 

Waits  my  anxious  soul  for  Thee; 
Life  is  dark,  and  earth  is  dreary, 
Where  Thy  light  I  do  not  see; 

O  my  Saviour, 
When  wilt  Thou  return  to  me! 

8  Nearer  is  my  soul's  salvation, 

Spent  the  night,  the  day  at  hand; 
Keep  me  in  my  lowly  station, 
Watching  for  Thee,  till  I  stand, 

(  I  my  Sa\  iour, 
Iii  Thy  bright  and  promised  land! 

4  With  my  lamp  well  trimmed  and  burning 

Swift  to  hear,  and  slow  to  roam, 

Watching  for  Thy  glad  returning, 
To  restore  me  to  my  home, 

( Some,  my  Saviour ! 
O  my  Saviour,  quickly  come! 


538  John  R.  Macduff. 

1  Christ  is  coming !  let  creation 

Bid  her  groans  and  travail  cease; 
Let  the  glorious  proclamation 
Hope  restore  and  faith  increase ; 

Christ  is  coming  ! 
Come,  Thou  blessed  Prince  of  Peace ! 

2  Earth  can  now  but  tell  the  story 

Of  Thy  bitter  cross  and  pain  ; 
She  shall  yet  behold  Thy  glory 
When  Thou  comest  back  to  reign; 

Christ  is  coming! 
Let  each  heart  repeat  the  strain. 

3  Long  Thine  exiles  have  been  pining, 

Far  from  rest,  and  home,  and  Thee; 
But,  in  heavenly  vesture  shining, 
Soon  they  shall  Thy  glory  sec; 

Christ  is  coining  ! 
1  [aste  the  joyous  jubilee. 

4  With  that  "blessed  hope*1  before  us, 

Let  no  harp  remain  unstrung; 
Let  the  mighty  advent  chorus 

Onward  roll  from  tongue  to  tongue; 

Christ  is  coming! 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  cpiickly  come  ! 


JUDGMENT. 
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When  Thou,  my  righteous  judge,  shalt  come  To  take  Thy  ransomed  peo  -  pie  home, 
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Shall     I         a  -  mong     them  stand  ?  Shall   such    a    worth  -  less  worm    as      I, 
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00*7  Selina  Shirley. 

1  When  Thou,  my  righteous  Judge,  shalt 

come 
To  take  Thy  ransomed  people  home, 

Shall  I  among  them  stand  ? 
Shall  such  a  worthless  worm  as  I, 
Who  sometimes  am  afraid  to  die, 

Be  found  at  Thy  right  hand  ? 

2  I  love  to  meet  Thy  people  now, 
Before  Thy  feet  with  them  to  bow, 

Though  vilest  of  them  all ; 
But,  can  I  bear  the  piercing  thought, 
"What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out, 

When  Thou  for  them  shalt  call  ? 
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O  Lord,  prevent  it  by  Thy  grace ; 
Be  Thou  my  only  hiding-place, 

In  this  the  accepted  day ; 
Thy  pardoning  voice  O  let  me  hear, 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear, 

Nor  let  me  fall,  I  pray. 

Among  Thy  saints  let  me  be  found, 
Whene'er  the   archangel's  trump   shall 

To  see  Thy  smiling  face  ;  sound, 

Then  loudest  of  the  throng  I'll  sing, 
While  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 

With  shouts  of  sovereign  grace. 
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1  O   Thou   that    hear'st   the 

faith, 
WTilt  Thou  not  save  a  soul  from  death 

That  casts  itself  on  Thee  ? 
I  have  no  refuge  of  my  own, 
But  fly  to  what  my  Lord  has  done, 

And  suffered  once  for  me. 

2  Slain  in  the  guilty  sinner's  stead, 
His  spotless  righteousness  I  plead, 

And  His  availing  blood  ; 
Thy  merit,  Lord,  my  robe  shall  be, 
Thy  merit  shall  atone  for  me, 

And  bring  me  near  to  God. 

3  Then  snatch  me  from  eternal  death, 
The  Spirit  of  Adoption  breathe, 

His  consolation  send ; 
By  Him  some  word  of  life  impart, 
And  sweetly  whisper  to  my  heart, 

"  Thy  Maker  is  thy  Friend." 

4  The  king  of  terrors  then  would  be 
A  welcome  messenger  to  me, 

That  bids  me  come  away ; 
TJnclogged  by  earth,  or  earthly  things, 
I'd  mount  upon  his  sable  wings 

To  everlasting  day. 


DEATH     AND     JUDGMENT. 


REMEMBRANCE.       8.7.  6  lines. 


II.  Smart. 


1.  Day  of  death,  ir 
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bem-bles,  Melting  «'ith  excess  of  fear,  When,  in  sleepless  thought  reclined,  I  de-pict  it    to    my  mind. 


541  E.  Caswall. 

2  Vainly  strives  imagination 

That  dread  moment  to  portray, 
When  the  soul,  her  course  completed, 

Soon  to  leave  her  home  of  clay, 
Fiercely  wrestles,  pierced  with  pain, 
With  her  yielding  fleshly  chain. 

3  While  revived  from  deep  oblivion 

Thoughts  and  words,  a  mingled  maze, 
Long  forgotten  deeds,  unnumbered, 

Crowd  before  the  spirit's  gaze  ; 
Turn  whichever  way  we  will, 
Ever  there  abiding  still. 


4  O  how  bitter  then  the  sweetness 

Of  deluding  sin  shall  seem  ! 
What  a  phantom  human  greatness, 

All  dissolving  like  a  dream  ! 
What  a  mockery,  pleasures  brief, 
Followed  by  eternal  grief! 

5  King  Immortal,  we  beseech  Thee 

By  Thy  <  Jross  ^(  bitter  woe, 
Jesus  Christ,  at  our  departure 

Thy  sustaining  grace  bestow; 
O,  in  us,  this  present  hour 
Crush  the  tyrant  tempter's  power. 
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Day  wlicn  death    it  -  self    shall  per  -  ish,  Dav  which  ne'er  shall  set        in     night. 
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M.   LUTHER. 
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1.  That  fearful  day,  that  day  of  dread,When  Thou  shalt  judge  the  quick  and  dead ,  O  God,  I    shudder 
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to    fore  -  see  The    aw-ful  things  which  then  shall  be,  The   aw-ful  things  which  then  shall  be. 
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542       Theodore  op  the  Studittm:  J.  M.  Neale 

2  When  Thou  shalt  come,  Thine  angels 

round, 
With  legions,  and  with  trumpet  sound ; 
O  Saviour,  grant  me  in  the  air 
With  all  Thy  saints,  to  meet  Thee  there. 

3  Weep,  O  my  soul,  ere  that  great  day, 
When  God  shall  shine  in  plain  array ; 
O  weep  thy  sin,  that  thou  may'st  be 
In  that  severest  judgment  free. 

4  O  Christ,  forgive,  remit,  protect, 
And  set  Thy  servant  with  the  elect; 
That  I  may  hear  the  voice  that  calls 
The  righteous  to  Thy  heavenly  halls. 


04r0  Thomas  of  Celano  :  W.  Scott. 

1  That  day  of  wrath,  that  dreadful  day, 
When  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away, 
What  power  shall  be  the  sinner's  stay? 
How  shall  he  meet  that  dreadful  day  ? — 

2  When,  shrivelling  like  a  parched  scroll, 
The  naming  heavens  together  roll ; 
WThen  louder  yet,  and  yet  more  dread, 
Swells  the  high  trump  that  wakes  the 

dead. 

3  O  on  that  day,  that  wrathful  day, 
When  man  to  judgment  wakes  from  clay, 
Be  Thou  the  trembling  sinner's  stay, 
Though  heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 
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04:4  Elizabeth  Charles. 

2  Steadily  that  day  is  coming, 

When  the  just  shall  find  their  rest, 
When  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 
And  the  patient  reign  most  blest. 

3  See  the  King  desired  for  ages, 
By  the  just  expected  long; 

Long  implored,  at  length  He  hasteth ; 
Cometh  with  salvation  strong. 

O  how  past  all  utterance  happy, 
Sweet,  and  joyful,  will  it  be 

When  they  who,  unseen,  have  loved  Him, 
Jesus  face  to  face  shall  see. 

Blessed,  then,  earth's  patient  mourners, 
Who  for  Him  have  toiled  and  died ; 

Called  to  share  with  Him  His  glory, 
With  Hiin  ever  to  abide. 


There  shall  be  no  sighs  or  weeping, 
Not  a  shade  of  doubt  or  fear ; 

No  old  age,  nor  want  nor  sorrow', 
Nothing  sick  or  lacking  there. 

There  the  peace  will  be  unbroken, 
Deep  and  solemn  joy  be  shed ; 

Youth  in  fadeless  flower  and  freshness, 
And  salvation  perfected. 

What  will  be  the  bliss  and  rapture 
None  can  dream  and  none  can  tell, 

There  to  reign  among  the  angels, 
In  that  heavenly  home  to  dwell. 

To  those  realms,  just  Judge,  O  call  us ; 

Deign  to  open  that  blest  gate ; 
Thou,  Whom  seeking,  looking,  longing, 

We  with  eager  joy  await. 
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PARADISE. 
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C.  M. 


J.  Barnbt. 


1.  0    Par  -  a-dise,   O    Par  -  adise, Who  doth  not  crave  for  rest  1  \Y  ho  would  not  seek  the 
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rapture  through  and  through,  In  God's  most  ho-ly    sight. 


545  Fbedebick  W.  Fabeb. 

2  O  Paradise,  0  Paradise, 

'Tis  weary  waiting  here; 
I  long  to  be  where  Jesus  is, 

To  feel,  to  see  Him  near. — Ref. 

3  O  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 

I  want  to  sin  no  more, 
I  want  to  be  as  pure  on  earth 
As  on  Thy  spotless  shore. — Ref. 

BEULAH.      7.  D. 
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4  O  Paradise,  O  Paradise, 

I  greatly  long  to  see 
The  special  place  my  dearest  Lord, 
In  love  prepares  for  me. — Ref, 

5  Lord,  Jesus,  King  of  Paradise, 

O  keep  me  in  Thy  love, 
And  guide  me  to  thai  happy  land 
Of  perfect  rest  above. — Ref. 

E.  Ives. 


l.  Who  are  these  in  bright  array?  This  in  -  nu  -  mer 


-  a  -  blc  throng.  Round  the  altar  night  and  day 

D.  s."  Wisdom,  riches        to     obtain  ; 
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ALFORD.      7.6.8.6. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand,  In  sparkling  raiment  bright,  The  armies  of    the 
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ransomed  saints  Throng  up  the  steeps  of  light ;  'Tis  finished,  all    is       fin-ished,  Their 
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fight  with  death  and  sin  ;  Fling  open  wide  the  golden  gates,  And  let  the  victors  in 
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04:0  Henry  Alford. 

2   What  rush  of  Hallelujahs 

Fills  all  the  earth  and  sky ; 
What  ringing-  of  a  thousand  harps 

Bespeaks  the  triumph  nigh. 
O  clay,  for  which  Creation 

And  all  its  tribes  were  made ; 
O  joy,  for  all  its  former  woes 
A  thousand  fold  repaid. 


O  then  what  raptured  greetings 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore  ; 
What  knitting  severed  friendships  up, 

Where  partings  are  no  more. 
Then  eyes  with  joy  shall  sparkle, 

That  brimmed  with  tears  of  late ; 
Orphans  no  longer  fatherless, 

Nor  widows  desolate. 


547  James  Montgomery. 

1  Who  are  these  in  bright  array, 

This  innumerable  throng, 
Round  the  altar  night  and  day, 

Hymning  one  triumphant  song? 
"  Worthy  is  the  Lamb,  once  slain, 

Blessing,  honor,  glory,  power, 
Wisdom,  riches,  to  obtain, 

New  dominion  every  hour." 

2  These  through  fiery  trials  trod ; 

These  from  great  afflictions  came  *, 
•Now,  before  the  throne  of  God, 
Sealed  with  His  Almighty  Name  ; 


Clad  in  raiment  pure  and  white, 
Victor-palms  in  every  hand, 

Through  their  dear  Redeemer's  might, 
More  than  conquerors  they  stand. 

Hunger,  thirst,  disease  unknown, 

On  immortal  fruits  they  feed; 
Them  the  Lamb  amidst  the  throne, 

Shall  to  living  fountains  lead ; 
Joy  and  gladness  banish  sighs, 

Perfect  love  dispels  all  fears, 
And  forever  from  their  eyes 

God  shall  wipe  away  the  tears. 
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ANGEL    VOICES. 
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J.  Barnbt. 


1.  Hark  !  hark,  my  soul ;  anodic  songs  are  swelling  O'er  earth's?  green  fields  and  ocean'.-  wave-beat  shore; 
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Hbw  sweet  the  truth  those  blooood  strains  are  telling     Of  that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be  no     more. 
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An  -  gels  of    Je  -  bus,     An  -  gels  of    light,   Sing-ing  to    wcl-come  the  pilgrims  of  the  night. 
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548  Frederick  W.  Fabeb. 

2  Rest  comes  at  length;  though  life  be  long  and  dreary, 

The  day  must  dawn,  and  darksome  night  be  past ; 
All  journeys  end  in  welcome  to  the  weary. 

And  heaven,  the  heart's  true  home,  will  come  at  last.     Kef. 

3  Angels  Bing  on;  your  faithful  watches  keeping, 

Sing  us  sweet  fragments  of  the  Bongs  above; 

Till  morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night  of  weeping, 
And  life's  lone  shadows  break  in  cloudless  love. 


Ref. 


LYTE. 
-J 


S.  M. 


J.  Wilkes. 


1.  Far  from  my  heavenly  Dome,  Painting  I  cry 

Far  from  my  Father's  breast, 


Blest  Spirit.  Come, 

And  speed  me  to  mv  iv-t.' 
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54:9  lllMtY  F.   LYTE. 

2  My  spirit  homeward  turn-. 
And  fain  would  thither  flee : 
My  heart,  (>  Zion,  droops  and  yearns, 
When  I  n  member  thee, 

y,  To  thee,  to  thee  I  press, 

A  dark  and  toil* road  ; 


When  shall  I  pass  the  wilderness, 
And  reach  the  saints'  abode  I 

God  of  my  life,  be  neaT : 

( >n  Thee  my  hoj.es  1  cast  ; 

U  guide  me  through  the  desert  here, 
And  bring  me  home  at  last. 
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SYLVESTER.      8.7. 


J.  B.  Dtkeb. 


1.  Hark  the  sound  of  lio  -  ly      voi    -    ces, 
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Chant  -  ing  at    the  crys  -  tal    sea 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Hal  -  le 
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Hal   -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Lord,. to  Thee. 
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550  Christopher  Wordsworth. 

2  Multitude,  which  none  can  number, 

Like  the  stars  in  glory  stand, 
Clothed  in  white  apparel,  holding 
Palms  of  victory  in  their  hand. 

3  They  have  come  from  tribulation, 

And  have  washed  their  robes  in  blood, 
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Washed  them  in  the  blood  of  Jesus ; 
Tried  they  were,  and  firm  they  stood. 

4  Gladly,  Lord,  with  Thee  they  suffered, 
Gladly,  Lord,  with  Thee  they  died ; 
And  by  death  to  life  immortal 
They  were  born,  and  glorified. 
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la  -  bors  have  an  end    In    joy,  and  peace  in  thee  ?    In    joy,  and  peace  in  thee  ? 


-I I 


EE 


js_j. 


t— r 

551  Unknown. 

2  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built 

And  pearly  gates  behold?  [walls 

Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong, 
And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 

3  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom, 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know ; 
Blest  seats  !  thro'  rude  and  stormy  scenes 
I  onward  press  to  you. 
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4  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets,  there 

Around  my  Saviour  stand  ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

5  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home  ! 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 
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Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem,  the  gold  -  en,  "W  itli  milk  and  honey  blest  !  Beneath  thy  oontem  - 


pla  -  tion  Sink  heart  and  voice  oppressed  ;    I     know  not,  O       I     know     not  What 
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so  -  cial   joys  are  there  ;  What  radian-cy   of    glo  -  ry,  What  light  beyond  compare. 
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OOo  Bernard  of  Clunt :  J.  M.  Neale. 

1  Jerusalem  the  golden, 

With  milk  and  honey  blest, 
Beneath  thy  contemplation 

Sink  heart  and  voice  opprest; 
I  know  not,  O  I  know  not 

What  social  joys  are  there; 
What  radiancy  of  glory, 

What  light  beyond  compare. 

2  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zion, 

All  jubilant  with  Bong, 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

And  all  the  martyr  throng ; 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 

The  daylight  is  serene  ■ 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 

3  There  is  the  tin-one  of  I  >a\  id  ; 

And  there,  from  care  released, 

The  shout  of  them  that  triumph, 
The  song  of  them  that  feast ; 

And  they  u  bo,  with  their  Leader, 

Have  conquered  in  the  fight, 

For  ev<  r  and  for  ever 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  w  Idle. 


OOO  Bernard  of  Clint  :  J.  M.  Neale. 

1  Brief  life  is  here  our  portion  ; 

Brief  sorrow,  short-lived  care; 
The  life  that  knows  no  ending, 

The  tearless  life,  is  there. 
O  happy  retribution  ; 

Short  toil,  eternal  rest  : 
For  mortals  and  for  sinners 

A  mansion  with  the  blest. 

2  And  now  we  fight  the  battle. 

But  then  shall  wear  the  crown 

Of  full,  and  everlasting, 

And  passionless  renown. 

But  Be  w hom  now  we  trust  in 

Shall  then  be  seen  and  known  ; 
And  they  that   know  and  see  Ilim 
Shall  have  Him  for  their  own. 

3  The  morning  shall  awaken. 

The  shadow-  shall  decay, 

A 1 1  <  1  each  true-hearted  servant 

Shall  shine  a<  doth  the  day. 

There  God  our  King  and  Portion, 

In  fulness  of  I lis  grace, 
Shall  we  behold  forever, 

And  Worship  face  to  face, 


HfeAVEN 


233 


ANGELS.      8.7  7. 


Arr.  from  the  German. 
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1.  Who    are  these  like  stars    ap  -  pear  -  ing,  These,  be-  fore  God's  throne  who  stand? 
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Each     a     gold  -  en    crown   is     wear -ing,    Who    are     all     this     glo-rious  hand 
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hark,  they  sing 


Prais-ing    loud  their  heaven -lv    Bonj 
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554:  Heixbich  T.  Schenck:  F.  E.  Cook. 

2  These  are  they  who  have  contended 

For  their  Saviour's  honor  long, 
Wrestling  on  till  life  was  ended, 

Following  not  the  sinful  throng; 
These,  who  well  the  fight  sustained, 
Triumph  thro'  the  Lamb  have  gained. 

3  These  are  they  whose  hearts  were  riven, 

Sore  with  woe  and  anguish  tried, 
Who  in  prayer  full  oft  have  striven 


With  the  God  they  glorified ; 
Now,  their  painful  conflict  o'er, 
God  has  bid  them  weep  no  more. 

These,  like  priests  have  watched  and 
waited, 

Offering  up  to  Christ  their  will, 
Soul  and  body  consecrated, 

Day  and  night  they  serve  Him  still ; 
Now,  in  God's  most  holy  place, 
Blest  they  stand  before  His  face. 


OOO  Bernard  op  Clttsty  :  J.  M.  Xeale. 

1  For  thee,  O  dear,  dear  Country, 

Mine  eyes  their  vigils  keep  ; 
For  very  love,  beholding 

Thy  happy  Name,  they  weep. 
The  mention  of  thy  glory 

Is  unction  to  the  breast, 
And  medicine  in  sickness, 

And  love,  and  life,  and  rest. 

2  O  one,  O  only  Mansion, 

O  Paradise  of  joy, 
Where  tears  are  ever  banished, 

And  smiles  have  no  alloy ; 
The  Lamb  is  all  thy  splendor, 

The  Crucified  thy  praise  ; 
His  laud  and  benediction 

Thy  ransomed  people  raise. 


With  jasper  glow  thy  bulwarks 

Thy  streets  with  emerald  blaze ; 
The  sardius  and  the  topaz 

L^nite  in  thee  their  rays ; 
Thine  ageless  walls  are  bonded 

With  amethyst  unpriced ; 
The  saints  build  up  its  fabric, 

And  the  Corner-stone  is  Christ. 

0  sweet  and  blessed  Country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect. 
0  sweet  and  blessed  Country 

That  eager  hearts  expect; 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest ; 
Who  art  with  God  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 
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W.  Knapp. 
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Lo,  round  the  throne,  a 
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lo-rious  band,  The  saints  in     countless     myriads  stand, 


glo-rious 


^-  m-0--0--O-----0--*--0-m 


3   rllJ  JlJj  JlJJUJ 


ev  -  ery  tongue  redeemed  to    God,    Ar 
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rayed  In  garments  washed  ill  blood. 


555  Maet  L.  Duncan. 

2  Throngh  tribulation  great  they  came, 
They  bore  the  cross, despised  the  shame; 
From  all  their  labors  now  they  rest, 

In  God's  eternal  glory  blest. 

3  They  see  their  Saviour  face  to  face, 
And  Bing  the  triumphs  of  His  grace; 
Him  day  and  night  they  ceaseless  praise. 
To  Him  the  loud  thanksgiving  raise: — 

HOMELAND.       7.6.  D 


4  "Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  sinners  slain, 
Through  endless  years  to  live  and  reign  ; 
Thou  hast  redeemed  us  by  Thy  blood, 
And  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God." 

5  0  may  we  tread  the  Baered  road 

That  holy  saints  and  martyrs  trod; 
Wage  to  the  end  the  glorious  strife, 
And  win,  like  them,  a  crown  of  life. 

A.  S.  Sullivan. 
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1    j  The  Homeland  !  O  the  Homeland  !  The  land  of  the  free-born  ! 

1    j    No  gloomy  night  is  known  there,  [0?nit ]  But  aye  the  fadeless  morn  ;  I'm  sighing  for  that 
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eoon  -  try,  My  heart  is  aching  here;  There  is  no  pain  in  the  Homeland  To  which  I'm  drawing  near. 
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557  Thomas  TIaweis. 

2  My  Lord  is  in  the  Homeland, 
With  angels  brighl  and  fair; 

No  sinful  thing  nor  evil 
<  !an  ever  enter  there  ; 

Tin'  music  of  the  ransomed 
I-  ringing  in  my  ears, 

And  when   I  think  of  the  II-Miicland, 

My  eyes  are  wet  with  tear-. 
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For  loved  ones  in  the  Homeland 
Are  waiting  me  to  come, 

Where  neither  death  nor  sorrow 

Invade  their  holy  home ; 
0  dear,  dear  Native  Country  ! 

( >  rest  and  peace  aboi  e  ! 
Christ  bring  as  all  to  the  Homeland 

( >f  His  eternal  love  ! 


DOXOLOGIES. 


1  C.  M.  R.  G.  G. 

O  Holy,  Holy,  Holy  One 
Thou  God  whom  we  adore — 

To  Thee  be  glory — Father,  Son, 
And  Spirit,  evermore. 

2  CM.  R.G.  G. 

Eternal  glory,  blessing,  praise, 
To  Thee  our  God  Most  High ! 

O  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 
Thy  Name  we  magnify. 

3  C.  M.  D.  r.  g.  G. 

Give  praise,  ye  heavenly  host,  give  praise  : 

Let  earth  with  glad  accord 
Thy  Name  exalt,  to  endless  days, 

Who  art  the  only  Lord. 
0  Holy,  Holy,  Holy  One ! 

Thou  God  whom  we  adore — 
To  Thee  be  glory— Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit,  evermore. 

4:  L.  M.  Thomas  Ken. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow : 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

5  L.  M. 

All  glory  be  to  God  on  high ! 
Thy  Name  we  bless,  we  magnify. 
Give  endless  praise,  ye  heavenly  host ! 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

6  L.  M. 

0  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost — 
God  ever  blest,  whom  we  adore ; 

From  earth  and  all  the  heavenly  host, 
To  Thee,  all  glory  evermore  ! 

/  L.  M.  Tate  and  Brady  (alt.). 

To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost — 

Thou  God  whom  earth  and  heaven  adore, 
Be  glory  as  it  was  of  old, 

Is  now,  and  shall  be  evermore. 


8  L.  M.  6  1.  r.  a  G. 
Thou  God  of  uncreated  Light ! 

The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost — 
We  praise  Thee,  glorious  in  the  height, 

Eternal  o'er  the  heavenly  host; 
Let  earth  and  heaven  in  glad  accord, 
Sing  Holy,  Holy,  Holy  Lord ! 

9  S.  M.  E.  G.  G. 

We  join  the  heavenly  host, 
Thy  glorious  Name  to  praise  ; 

Thou  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost! 
One  God  to  endless  days. 

10  S.  M. 

The  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  we  adore ; 
We  glorify,  we  worship  Thee, 

One  God  for  evermore. 

11  C.  P.  M.  Tate  and  Brady  (alt.). 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost — 
Thou  God  whom  heaven's  triumphant  host 

And  saints  on  earth  adore ! 
To  Thee  all  glory,  blessing,  praise ! 
As  was  from  everlasting  days, 

And  shall  be  evermore. 

12  L.  P.  M.  Tate  and  Brady  (alt.). 
Thou  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 

Our  God,  whom  heaven's  triumphant  host 
Arid  waiting  saints  on  earth  adore ; 

To  Thee  all  glory,  blessing,  praise ! 

As  wras  from  everlasting  days, 
Is  now,  and  shall  be  evermore. 

13  S.  P.  M.  R.G.G 

Jehovah  !  unto  Thee 

Eternal  glory  be, 
From  earth  and  all  the  heavenly  host : 

Thou  God  whom  we  adore, 

Both  now  and  evermore — 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 


DOXOLOGIES. 


14  H.  M.  RG.G. 

0  God  !  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit — ever  blest  ! 
To  Thee,  most  glorious  (  toe ! 

All  worship  be  addressed  ; 

Let  earth  adore,  while  angels  bow 
And  worship  now  and  evermore. 

15  H.  M.  rg.g. 
Lift  op  the  voice  of  praise 

To  I  rod — the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit — through  all  days, 
The  blessed  holy  One ; 
We  worship  Thee  with  one  accord; 
All  glory  be  to  Thee,  O  Lord! 

16  6. 

To  Father,  and  to  Son, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest — 
Thou  glorious  holy  One  ! 

All  ] n-aises  be  addressed, 
As  hath  been,  and  is  now, 

And  shall  be  evermore; 
Before  Thy  throne  we  bow, 

And  Thee,  our  God,  adore. 

17  6.4.  RG.G. 

Great  God  !  eternal  One! 
The  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit,  blest — 
To  Thee,  whom  we  adore, 
"Who  wast  all  worlds  before, 
Be  praises  evermore 

By  all  addressed ! 

18  7-  R.G.G. 
Thee,  eternal  God,  most  high  ! 
Thee  we  land  and  magnify : 
Glorious  o'er  the  heavenly  host — 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost! 

19  7.  R.G.G. 
( rLOBT  be  to  God  on  high  ! 

Praise  fi'>ni  all  the  heavenly  host! 

Ever  Thee  we  magnify — 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  I  thost! 


20  7-    6  1.  rg.G. 

Blessing,  glory,  worship,  love, 
Lord  !  be  Thine  for  evermore  ; 

Thee,  let  heavens  of  heavens  above 

And  the  earth  beneath,  adore  ' 
God  o'er  all  th'  angelic  h<>st — 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost  1 
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7-    6  1.  RG.G. 

Hallelujah!  highest  praise, 
Now  and  to  eternal  days, 

Unto  Thee,  our  God  !  shall  be  ; 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost — 
God  o'er  all  the  heavenly  host : 

Glory  ever  be  to  Thee  ! 
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R.  G.  G. 


7.6.  D. 

To  Thee,  O  Father!  praises; 

And  to  Thine  only  Son  ; 
The  heaven  its  anthem  raises 

While  ceaseless  ages  run; 
Thy  Holy  Spirit,  blessing — 

Angels  and  saints  adore  : 
Thee,  mighty  Lord!  confessing — 

One  God  for  evermore. 


23  8.7.  RG.G. 

Father,  Son,  and  Spirit — glorious ! 

Lord  of  all  through  endless  days — 
To  Thy  Name,  0  God  !  victorious, 

Blessing,  honor,  love  and  praise  ! 

24  8.7.  RG.G. 

God  eternal  !  we  adore  Thee, 
Lord  of  all  the  heavenly  host  : 

Earth  and  heaven  with  joy  before  Thee, 
Worship  give  with  praise  utmost  ; 

Thine  be  glory,  [Thine  be  glory,] 
lather,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost! 

25  II.  or  5.6. 

( >  Father  Almighty,  to  Th<  e  be  addressed, 

With  Christ  and  the   Spirit,  one  God  ever 

blest, 

All  glory  and  worship,  from  earth  and  from 

heaven, 
Afl  was,  and  is  now,  and  shall  ever  be  given. 
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SANCTUS,  No    3. 
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BEATUS    VIR. 
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1  Psalm  I. 

1  Blessed  is  the  man  that  walketh  not  in  the  counsel  |  of  ■  the  un-  |  godly,  ||  Nor 

standeth  in  the  way  of  sinners,  nor  |  sitteth  ■  in  the  |  seat  of  the  |  scornful. 

2  But  his  delight  is  in  the  |  law  ■  of  the  |  Lord ;  ||  And  in  His  law  doth  he  |  med-itate  | 

day  and  |  night. 

3  And  he  shall  be  like  a  tree  planted  by  the  |  rivers  ■  of  |  water,  ||  That  bringeth  | 

forth  his  |  fruit  ■  in  his  |  season; 

4  His  leaf  also  |  shall  not  |  wither ;  ||  And  whatso-  |  ever  *  he  |  doeth  ■  shall  |  prosper. 

5  The  ungodly  |  are  not  |  so;  ||  But  are  like  the  chaff  which  the  |  wind  —  |  driv-eth 

a-]  way. 

6  Therefore  the  ungodly  shall  not  |  stand  ■  in  the  |  judgment,  ||  Nor  sinners  in  the 

congre-  |  gation  |  of  the  |  righteous. 

7  For  the  Lord  knoweth  the  |  way  ■  of  the  |  righteous :  ||  But  the  way  |  of  the  '  un-  | 

godly  *  shall  |  perish. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  |  and  .  to  the  |  Son,  ||  And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  *  shall  |  be,  ||  World  |  without  |  end. 
A-  |  men. 
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2  PSALM  XXILT. 

1  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd :  I  |  shall  not  |  want. 

2  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green  pastures ;  He  leadeth  me  beside  the  still-  | 

wa |  ters. 

3  He  restoreth   my  soul ;   He  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteousness  for  His  ( 

Name's  —  |  sake. 

4  Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  will  fear  no  evil: 

for  Thou  art  with  me ;  Thy  rod  and  Thy  staff  they  |  comfort  |  me. 

5  Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  of  mine  enemies,  Thou  anointest 

my  head  with  oil ;  my  |  cup  ■  runneth  |  over. 

6  Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of  my  life  ;  and  I  will  dwell 

in  the  house  of  the  Lord  for  I  ev I  er.  II  A-  I  men. 
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3  Psalm  XV. 

1  *  Lord,  who  shall  abide  |  in  Tliv  |  tabernacle,  ||  Or  who  shall  rest  up-  |  on  Thy 

holy  |  hill  I 
7   Whoso  j  doeth  ■  these  |  things,  ||  Shall  —  |  nev |  cr  —  |  fall. 


P 


J? = 


± 


Si 


^ 


:i 


2Z 


i=IH=g§^ 


9- 


& 


«= 


jOl 


3- 


■a 


mi 


-O        -«— 


-^-T^ 


m 


2  Even  he  that  leadeth  an  |  nncor-rupt  |  life,  ||  And  doeth  the  thing  which  is  right,  and 

speaketh  the  |  truth  —  |  from  his  |  heart. 

3  He  that  hath  used  no  deceit  in  his  tongue,  nor  done  evil  |  to  his  |  neighbor,  ||   And 

hath  not  |  slander-  |  ed  his  |  neighbor. 

4  He  that  sitteth   not  by  himself,  but  is  lowly  in  |  his  own  |  eyes,   ||    And  maketh 

much  of  ]  them  that  |  fear  the  |  Lord. 

5  lie  that  swearcth  unto  his  neighbor,  and  disappointeth  |  him  —  |  not,   ||  Though 

it  |  were  to  |  his  own  |  hindrance. 
G  lie  that  hath  not  given  his  money  upon  |  usu-  |  ry ;   ||   Xor  taken  reward  a-  |  gainst 
the  |  inno-  |  cent. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc. 
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4:  Psalm  XXVII. 

1  The  Lord  is  my  light  and  my  salvation  ;  |  whom  'shall  1  |  fear?  ||  The  Lord  is  the 

strength  of  my  life;  of  |  whom  ■  shall  I  |  be  a-  |  fraid  I 

2  "When  the  wicked,  even  mine  enemies  |  and  my  |  foes,  ||  Came  upon  me  to  eat  up 

my  |  flesh,  they  |  stumbled  ■  and  |  fell, 
:;  Though  an  host  should  en-  |  camp  a-  |  gainst  me,  ||  My  |  heart  shall  |  not  |  fear: 

4  Though  war  should  |  rise  a-  |  gainst  me,  ||  In  |  this  will  I  T  be  |  confident 

5  One  thing  have  I  de-  |  sired  '  of  the  |   Lord,  ||  That   |   will  I   |  seek  —  |  after; 

6  Thai  I  may  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord  all  the  |  days  of  •  my  |  life,  ||  To  behold 

the  beauty  of  the  Lord,  ami  to  en-  |  quire  —  |  in  His  I  temple. 
*  The  flr^t  vcr*c  should  be  sung  before  each  verse  except  the  laet. 
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7  For  in  the  |  time  of  |  trouble  ||  He  shall  |  hide  '  me  in  |  His  pa-  |  vilion  ; 

8  In  the  secret  of  His  tabeVnacle  |  shall  He  |  hide  me;   ||  He  shall  set  me  |  up  up-    | 

on  a  |  rock. 

9  And  now  shall  mine  head  be  |  lifted  |  up   ||  Above  mine  |  enemies  |  round  a-    | 

bout  me : 

10  Therefore  will  I  offer  in  His  tabernacle  sacri-  |  fices  *  of  |  joy;  ||  I  will  sing,  yea,  I 

will  sing  |  praises  ■  un-  |  to  the  |  Lord. 

11  Hear,  0  Lord,  when  I  |  cry  '  with  my  |  voice:   ||  Have  mercy  also  up-  |  on  me  ' 

and  |  answer  |  me. 

12  When  Thou  saidst,  Seek  |  ye  my  |  face;  ||  My  heart  said  unto  Thee,  Thy  |  face, 

Lord,  |  will  I  |  seek. 

13  Hide  not  Thy  |  face  far  |  from  me;  ||  Tut  not  Thy  |  servant  ■  a-  |  way  in  |  anger. 

14  Thou  hast  |  been  my  |  help;  ||  Leave  me  not,  neither  forsake  me,  O  |  God  of    | 

my  sal-  |  vation. 

15  When  my  father  and  my  |  mother  •  for-  |  sake  me,  ||  Then  the  |  Lord  will  |  take 

me  |  up. 

16  Teach  me  Thy  |  way,  0  |  Lord,  ||  And  lead  me  in  a  plain  |  path,  be-  |  cause  of  ' 

mine  |  enemies. 

17  Deliver  |  me  not  |  over  ||  Unto  the  |  will  |  of  mine  |  enemies: 

18  For  false  witnesses  are  |  risen  •  up  a-  |  gainst  me,  ||  Aud  |  such  as  |  breathe  out   1 

cruelty. 

19  1  had  fainted,  unless  I  |  had  be-  |  lieved  ||  To  see  the  goodness  of  the  Lord  |  in 

the  |  land  *  of  the  |  living. 

20  Wait  on  the  Lord:  |  be  of  •  good  |  courage,    ||   And  He  shall  strengthen  thine 

heart :  wait,  I  |  say,  —  |  on  the  |  Lord. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc. 
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5  PSAXM  LXYII. 

1  God  be  merciful  unto  |  us,  and  |  bless  us ;  ||  And  cause  His  |  face  to  |  shine  up-  | 

on  us ; 

2  That  Thy  way  may  be  |  known  upon  |  earth,  ||  Thy  saving  |  health  a-  |  mong  all  I 

nations. 

3  Let  the  people  |  praise  ■  Thee,  0  |  God ;   ||  Let  |  all  the  |  people  |  praise  Thee. 

4  O  let  the  nations  be  glad  and  |  sing  for  |  joy :   ||  For  Thou  shalt  judge  the  people 

righteously,  and  govern  the  |  nations  *  up-  |  on  —  |  earth. 

5  Let  the  people  |  praise  ■  Thee,  0  |  God ;   ||  Let  |  all  the  |  people  |  praise  Thee. 

6  Then  shall  the  earth  |  yield  her  |  increase ;  ||  And  God,  even  |  our  own  |  God,  shall  | 

bless  us. 

7  Yea,  |  God  shall  |  bless  us ;  ||  And  all  the  |  ends  •  of  the  |  earth  shall  |  fear  Him. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc. 
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6  Psalm  LI. 

1   Have  mercy  up-  |  on  mc,  '  O  |  God,  ||  According  |  to  Thy  |  loving-  |  kindness: 

9  According  onto  the  multitude  of  Thy  |  tender  |  mercies  ||  Blot  |  out —  |  my  trans- 1 
gressions. 

3  Wash  me  throughly  from  |  mine  in-  |  iquity,  ||  And  |  cleanse  me  |  from  my  |  sin. 

4  For  I  acknowledge  |  my  trans-  |  gressions:  ||  And  my  |  sin  is  |  ever  *  he-  |  fore  me. 

5  Against  Thee,  Thee  only,  |  have  I  |  sinned,  ||  And  done  this  |  evil  |  in  Thy  |  sight: 

G  That  Thou  mightest  be  justified  |  when  Thou  |  speakest,  ||  And  be  |  clear  —   | 
when  Thou  |  judgest. 

7  Behold,  Thou   desirest  truth  in  the  |  inward  |  parts:  ||  And  in  the  hidden  part 

Thou  shalt  |  make  ■  me  to  |  know  —  |  wisdom. 

8  Purge  me  with  hyssop,  and  |  I  shall  '  be  |  clean  :   ||   Wash  me,  and  |  I  shall  ■  be    | 

whiter  *  than  |  snow. 

9  Make   me  to  hear  |  joy   and  |  gladness;   ||  That  the   bones  which  Thou  hast   | 

broken  |  may  re-  |  joice. 

10  Hide  Thy  |  face  ■  from  my  |  sins,  ||  And  |  blot  out  |  all  '  mine  in-  |  iquities. 

11  Create  in  me  a  clean  |  heart,  O  |  God;  ||  And  re-  |  new  a  *  right  |  spirit  '  with-   | 

in  me. 

\l  Cast  me  not  away  |  from  Thy  |  presence;  ||  And  take  not  Thy  |  Holy  |  Spirit  | 
from  me. 

13  Restore  unto  me  the  joy  of  |  Thy  sal-  |  vation ;  ||  And  uphold  me  |  with  Thy  | 

free  —  |  Spirit. 

14  Then   will   1   teach   trans-  |  gressors  ■  Thy  |  ways;   ||  And   sinners  shall  be  con- | 

verted  |  unto  |  Thee. 

15  0  Lord,  open  |  Thou  my  |  lips;  ||  And  my  |  mouth  shall  ■  show  | forth  Thy  |  praise. 

10  For  Thou  desirest  not  sacrifice;  |  else  would  ■  I  |  give  it:   ||  Thou  de-  |  lightest  | 
not  in  •  burnt  |  offering. 

17  The  sacrifices  of  Cod  are  a  |  broken  |  spirit:   ||  A  broken  and  a  contrite  heart,  0  | 
God,  '  Thou  wilt  |  not  de-  |  spi-c 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  t<>  the  |  Son,   ||   And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost; 

A-  it  vrai  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  ■  shall  |  be,  ||  World  |  without  |  end. 
A     I  men. 
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7  Psalm  XC. 

1  Lord,  Thou  hast  been  our  |  dwelling-  |  place  ||  In  |  all  —  |  gener-  |  ations. 

2  Before  the  mountains  were  brought  forth,  or  ever  Thou  hadst  formed  the  |  earth  ■ 

and  the  |  world,  ||  Even  from  everlasting  to  ever-  |  lasting  |  Thou  art  |  God. 

3  Thou  turnest  |  man  •  to  de-  |  struction ;  ||  And  sayest,  Re-  |  tarn,  ye  |  children  • 

of  |  men. 

4  For  a  thousand  years  in  Thy  sight  are  but  as  yesterday  |  when  *  it  is  |  past,  ||  And 

as  a  |  watch  —  |  in  the  |  night. 

5  Thou  earnest  them  away  as  with  a  flood ;  they  |  are  *  as  a  |  sleep :  ||  In  the  morn- 

ing they  are  like  |  grass  which  |  groweth  |  up : 

6  In  the  morning  it  flourisheth,  and  |  groweth  |  up ;  ||  In  the  evening  it  is  cut  |  down 

and  |  wither-  |  eth. 

7  For  we  are  consumed  |  by  Thine  |  anger,  ||  And  by  Thy  |  wrrath  —  |  are  we  | 

troubled. 

8  Thou  hast  set  our  iniquities  be-  |  fore  —  |  Thee,  ||  Our  secret  sins  in  the  |  light 

of  |  Thy  —  |  countenance. 

9  For  all  our  days  are  passed  away  |  in  Thy  |  wrath :   ||   We  spend  our  years  as  a  | 

tale  —  |  that  is  |  told. 

10  The  days  of  our  years  are  threescore  |  years  and  |  ten;  ||  And  if  by  reason  of  | 

strength  *  they  be  |  fourscore  |  years, 

1 1  Yet  is  their  strength  |  labor  and  |  sorrow ;   ||   For  it  is  soon  cut  off,  |  and  we  |  fly 

a-  |  way. 

12  Who  knoweth  the  power  |  of  Thine  |  anger?  ||    Even  according  to  Thy  |  fear, 

so  |  is  Thy  |  wrath. 

13  So  teach  us  to  |  number  •  our  |  days,  ||  That  we  may  apply  our  |  hearts  —  |  unto  | 

wisdom. 

14  Return,  0  |  Lord,  how  |  long?  ||  And  let  it  repent  Thee  con-  |  cerning  |  Thy  —  | 

servants. 

15  0  satisfy  us  early  |  wTith  Thy  |  mercy,   ||  That  we  may  rejoice  and  be  |  glad  all    | 

our  —  |  days. 

16  Make  us  glad  according  to  the  days  wherein  Thou  hast  af-  |  flicted  |  us,   ||  And 

the  years  wherein  |  we  have  |  seen  —  |  evil. 

17  Let  Thy  work  appear  unto  Thy  servants,  and  Thy  glory  |  unto  '  their  |  children,  || 

And  let  the  beauty  of  the  Lord  our  |  God  be  |  upon  |  us. 

18  And  establish  Thou  the  work  of  our  |  hands  ■  upon  |  us,  ||  Yea,  the  work  of  our  | 
hands  es-  |  tablish  ■  Thou  |  it. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  |  and  ■  to  the  |  Son,  ||  And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  ■  shall  |  be,  ||  World  |  without  |  end. 
A-  I  men. 
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8  Psalm  XCI. 

1  Hi  that  dwelleth  in  the  Becret  place  of  the  |  Most  —  |  lligh,  ||  Shall  abide  under 

the  |  shadow  •  of  |  the  Al-  [  mighty. 

2  I  will  say  of  the   Lord,   lie  is  my  refuge,  |  and  my  |  fortress,   ||   My  God,  in  | 

Him  —  |  will  I  |  trust. 

3  Because  then  hast  made  the  Lord,  which  |  is  my  |  refuge,  ||  Even  the  Most  |  High, 

thy  |  babi-  |  tation. 

4  There  shall   no  evil  be-  |  fall  —  |  thee,  ||  Neither  shall  any  |  plague  come  |  nigh 

thy  |  dwelling. 

5  For  He  shall  give  His  angels  charge  |  over  |  thee,  ||  To  |  keep  thee  ■  in  |  all  thy  | 

ways. 

6  They  shall  bear  thee  up  |  in  their  |  hands,  ||  Lest  thou  dasli  thy  |  foot  a-  |  gainst 

a  |  stone. 

V  Thou  shalt  tread  upon  the  |  lion  and  |  adder;   ||  The  young  lion  and  the  dragon 
shalt  thou  |  trample  |  under  |  feet. 

8  Because  he  hath  set  his  love  upon  Me,  therefore  will  I  de-  |  liver  |  him :  ||   I  will 

set  him  on  high,  because  |  he  hath  |  known  My  |  Name. 

9  lie  shall  call  upon  Me,  and  I  will  |  answer  |  him:  ||  I  will  be  with  him  in  trouble; 

I  will  deliver  |  him,  and  |  honor  |  him. 

10   With  long  life  will  I  |  satis-  |  fy  him,  ||  And  |  show  him  |  My  sal-  |  vation. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and  |  to  the  |  Son,  ||  And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever'shall  |  be,  ||  World  |  without  |  end. 
A-  |  men. 
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9  Psalm  XCII. 

1  It  is  a  good  thing  to  give  thanks  on-  |  to  the  |  Lord,  ||  And  to  sing  praises  unto 

Thy  |  Name  —  |  ()  most  |  Highest 

2  To  tell  of  Thy  loving  kindness  early  |  in  the  |  morning,  ||  And  of  Thy  I  truth  •  in 

the  |  night  —  |  season. 
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Psalm  XCVI. 


1  0  sing  unto  the  Lord  a  |  new  —  |  song :   ||  Sing  unto  the  |  Lord  —  |  all  the  | 

earth. 

2  Sing  unto  the  Lord,  |  bless  His  |  Xame ;  ||  Show  forth  His  sal-  |  vation  from  | 

day  to  |  day. 

3  Declare  His  glory  a-  |  mong  the  |  heathen,  ||  His  |  wonders* a-  |  mong  all  |  people. 

4  For  the  Lord  is  great,  and  greatly  |  to  be  |  praised :   ||   He  is  to  be  |  feared  ■  a- 

bove  all  |  gods. 

5  For  all  the  gods  of  the  |  nations  •  are  |  idols :  ||  But  the  |  Lord  —  |  made  the  |  heavens. 

6  Honor  and  majesty  |  are  be-  |  fore  Him :  ||  Strength  and  |  beauty  *  are  |  in  His  | 

sanctuary. 

7  Give  unto  the  Lord,  0  ye  kindreds  |  of  the  |  people,  ||  Give  unto  the  |  Lord  —  | 

glory  *  and  |  strength. 

8  Give  unto  the  Lord  the  glory  due  |  unto  ■  His  |  name :  ||  Bring  an  offering,  and  | 

come  —  |  into  *  His  |  courts. 

9  O  worship  the  Lord  in  the  |  beauty  *  of  |  holiness :   ||  Fear  be-  |  fore  Him,  |  all 

the  |  earth. 

10  Say  among  the  heathen  that  the  |  Lord  —  |  reigneth :  ||  The  world  also  shall  be 

established  that  it  shall  not  be  moved :  He  shall  |  judge  the  |  people  |  right- 
eously. 

11  Let  the   heavens  rejoice,  and  let  the  |  earth  be  |  glad;   ||  Let  the  sea  roar,  |  and 

the  |  fulness  •  there-  |  of. 

12  Let  the  field  be  joyful,  and  all  that  |  is  there-  |  in:  ||  Then  shall  all  the  trees  of 

the  wood  re-  |  joice  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord : 

13  For  |  He  —  |  cometh,   ||  For  He  |  cometh  •  to  |  judge  the  |  earth : 

14  He  shall  judge  the  |  world  with  |  righteousness,   ||  And  the  |  people  |  with  His  | 

truth. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc. 


3  Upon  an  instrument  of  ten  strings,  and  up-  |  on  the  |  lute ;   ||  Upon  a  loud  instru- 

ment, |  and  up-  |  on  the  |  harp. 

4  For  Thou,  Lord,  hast  made  me  glad  |  through  Thy  |  works;   ||  And  I  will  rejoice 

in  giving  praise  for  the  ope-  |  ration  |  of  Thy  |  hands. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  |  and  ■  to  the  |  Son,  ||  And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  ■  shall  |  be,  ||  "World  |  without  |  end. 
A-  I  men. 
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1  1  Psalm  XCV. 

1  O  come,  let  us  Bing  an-  I  to  the  |  Lord;  ||  Let  us  heartily  rejoice  in  the  |  strength 

of  |  our  >al-  |  vation. 
9   Lei   as  come  before  His  presence  |  with  thanks-  |  giving,  ||  And  show  ourselves  | 

glad  in  |  Him  with  |  psalms. 

3  For  the  Lord  is  a  |  great  —  |  God,   ||  And  a  ^reat  |  King  a-  |  hove  all  |  gods. 

4  In  His  hands  are  all  the  corners  |  of  the  |  earth;   ||   And  the  Btrength  of  the  |  hills 

is  |  His  —  |  also. 

5  The  sea  is  Bis  |  and  He  |  made  it;  ||  And  His  hands  pre-  |  pared  |  the  dry  |  land. 

6  O  come,  let  us  worship  |  and  fall  |  down;   ||  And  kneel  be-  |  fore  the  |  Lord  our  | 

Maker. 

7  For  lie  is  the  |  Lord  our  |  God,  ||  And  we  are  the  people  of  His  pasture,  and  the  | 

sheep  of  |  His  —  |  hand. 

8  O  worship  the  Lord  in  the  |  beauty  *  of  |  holiness;   ||   Let  the  whole  earth  |  stand 

in  |  awe  of  |  Him. 
*!»   For   He  cometh,  for  lie  cometh  to  |  judge  the  |  earth;  ||  And  with  righteousness 
to  judge  the  world,  and  the  |  people  |  with  His  |  truth. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc. 
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12  Psalm  CX  XI 

1    I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  |  unto  '  the  |  hills,  ||  From  |  whence —  |  cometh  •  my  |  help. 
9    Mv  help  cometh  |  from  the  |  Lord,  ||  "Which  |  made  —  |  heaven  ■  and  |  earth. 

8   Ee  will  not  Buffer  thy  |  foot  to  ■  be  |  moved :  ||  He  that  |  keepeth  •  thee  |  will  not  | 

slumber. 
4   Behold,  Be  that  |  keepeth  |  Israel  ||  Shall  |  neither  |  slumber*  nor  |  sleep. 
:»   The  Lord  |  is  thy  |   keeper:    |   The  Lord  is  thy  I  shade  *  upon  |  thy  right  |  hand. 
(!   The  sun  shall  not   |  smite  thee  •  by  |  day,  ||  Nor  the  |  moon  —  |  by  —  |  night 

7  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thee  |  from  all  |  evil:  ||   He  |  shall  pre-  |  serve  thy  I  soul. 

8  The  Lord  shall  preserve  thy  proing  out  and  thy  |  coming  |  in  ||  From  this  time  forth, 

and   I  even  ■  for  |  ever-  |  more. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc 
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1 3  Psalm  C. 

1  O  be  joyful  in  the  Lord,  |  all  ye  |  lands ;  ||  Serve  the  Lord  with  gladness,  and  come 

before  His  |  presence  |  with  a  |  song. 

2  Be  ye  sure  that  the  Lord  |  He  is  |  God ;   ||  It  is  He  that  hath  made  us,  and  not  we 

ourselves ;  we  are  His  people  and  the  |  sheep  of  |  His  —  |  pasture. 

3  O  go  your  way  into  His  gates  with  thanksgiving,  and  into   His  |  courts  with  | 

praise ;  ||  Be  thankful  unto  Him,  and  |  speak  good  |  of  Ilis  |  Name. 

4  For  the  Lord  is  gracious,  His  mercy  is  |  ever-  |  lasting,  ||  And  His  truth  endureth 

from  gener-  |  ation  *  to  |  gener-  |  ation. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc. 
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14  Psalm  CXXXVIII. 

1  I  will  praise  Thee  |  with  my  •  whole  |  heart : 


||   Before  the  gods  |  will  I  ■  sing  | 
And  praise  Thy  Name  for  Thy 


praise  ■  unto  |  Thee. 

2  I   will   worship  toward   Thy  |  holy  |  temple, 

loving-  |  kindness  *  and  |  for  Thy  |  truth : 

3  For  |  Thou  hast  |  magnified  ||  Thy  |  Word  •  above  |  all  Thy  |  Name. 

4  In  the  day  when  I  cried  Thou  [  an-sweredst  |  me,   ||  And  strengthenedst  |  me 

with  |  strength  in  '  my  |  soul. 

5  All  the  kings  of  the  earth  shall  |  praise  Thee, '  0  |  Lord,  ||  When  they  |  hear  the  | 

words  of  •  Thy  |  mouth. 

6  Yea,  they  shall  sing  in  the  |  ways  of  ■  the  |  Lord :  ||  For  great  is  the  |  glory  |  of 

the  |  Lord. 

7  Though  the  Lord  be  high,  yet  hath  He  respect  |  unto  ■  the  |  lowly :   ||  But  the 

proud  He  |  knoweth  •  a-  |  f ar  —  |  off. 

8  Though  I  walk  in  the  |  midst  of  |  trouble,  ||  Yet  |  Thou  —  I  wilt  re-  |  vive  me : 

9  Thou  shalt  stretch  forth  Thine  hand  against  the  |  wrath   of  '  mine  |  enemies,  || 

And  |  Thy  right  |  hand  shall  |  save  me. 

10  The  Lord  will  perfect  |  that  which  •  con-  |  cerneth  me :   ||  Thy  mercy,  O  |  Lord, 
en-  |  dureth  ■  for  |  ever. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc. 
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1  Bless  the  Lord,  |  0  my  |  soul:  ||   Ami  all  that  is  within  me,  |  bless  His  |  holy  | 

Name. 

2  Bless  the  Lord,  |  0  my  |  soul,  ||  And  for-  |  get  not  |  all  His  |  benefits: 

::    Who  forgireth  |  all  •  thine  in-  |  iquities;   ||   Who  |  healcth  -all  |  thy  dis-  |  <■. 

4  Who  redeemeth   thy  |  life  •  from  de-  |  struction ;    ||    Who  crowneth  thee   with 

loving-  |  kindness  ■  and  |  tender  |  mercies; 

5  Who  satisfieth  thy  mouth  |  with  good  |  things;  ||  So  that  thy  youth  is  re-  |  newed 

like  the  |  eagle's. 

C  The   Lord   executcth  |  righteousness  '  and  |  judgment  ||   For  |  all  that  |  are   op- 
pressed. 

1  He  made  known  His  |  ways  •  unto  |  Moses,  ||  His  acts  |  unto  '  the  |  children  ■  of 
Israel. 

8  The  Lord   is  |  merciful  ■  and  |  gracious,   ||  Slow  to  |  anger  '  and  |  plenteous  ■  in 

mercy. 

9  He  will  not  |  always  |  chide :  ||  Neither  will  He  |  keep  His  |  anger  •  for  |  ever. 

10  He  hath  not  dealt  with  us  |  after  •  our  |  sins;  ||  Nor  rewarded  us  ac-  |  cording  •  to 

our  in-  |  iquities. 

11  For  as  the  heaven  is  high  a-  |  bove  the  |  earth,  ||  So  great  is  His  |  mercy  '  toward 

them  that  |  fear  Him. 

12  As  far  as  the  east  is  |  from   the  |  west,  ||  So  far  hath  He  removed  |  our  trans- 

gressions |  from  us. 

13  Like  as  a  father  |  piticth  *  his  |  children,  ||  So  the  Lord  |  pitietli  |  them  that  |  fear 

Him. 

14  For  He  |  knoweth  •  our  |  frame;  ||  He  re-  |  membereth  '  that  |  we  are  |  dust. 

15  As  for  man,  his  |  days  •  are  as  |  grass:    ||   As  a  flower  of  the  |  field  —  |  so  he 

floarisheth. 

16  For  the  wind  passeth  over  it,  |  and  it  *  is  |  gone;  ||  And  the  place  there-  |  of  shall 

know  it  •  no  |  more 

17  r.ut  the  mercy  of  the   Lord  is  from  everlasting  to  everlasting  npon  |  them  that 

fear  Him,  j|    \nd  His  righteousness  |  unto  |  children's  |  children; 

18  To  Mich  ;i<  |  keep    His  |  covenant,    ||    And    to    those   that    remember  |   His   com- 

mandments ■  to  |  do  them. 

19  The   Lord   hath  prepared   His  |  throne  *  in  the  |  heavens;  ||  And  His  kingdom 

ruleth  I  over     all. 
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1 6  Psalm  CXI. 

1  Praise  |  ye  the  |  Lord,  ||  I  will  praise  the  Lord  with  ray  whole  heart,  in   the 

assembly  of  the  upright,  and  |  in  the  |  congre-  |  gation. 

2  The  works  of  the  |  Lord  are  |  great,   ||    Sought  out  of  all  |  them  that  '  have  | 

pleasure  •  there-  |  in. 

3  His  work  is  |  honorable  ■  and  |  glorious :  ||  And  His  righteousness  en-  |  dur | 

eth  for  I  ever. 

4  He  hath  made  His  wonderful  works  to  |  be  re-  |  membered ;  ||  The  Lord  is  |  gra- 

cious •  and  I  full  •  of  com-  |  passion. 

5  He  hath  given  meat  unto  |  them  that  |  fear  Him :  ||  He  will  ever  be  |  mindful  | 

of  His  I  covenant. 

6  He  hath  shewed  His  people  the  |  power  of  •  His  |  works,  ||  That  He  may  give 

them  the  |  heri-tage  |  of  the  |  heathen. 

7  The  works  of  His  hands  are  |  verity  ■  and  |  judgment ;  ||  All  |  His  com-  |  mand- 

raents  are  |  sure. 

8  They  stand  fast  for  ]  ever  •  and  |  ever,  ||  And  are  |  done  in  |  truth  and  •  up-  | 

Tightness. 

9  He  sent  redemption  |  unto  ■  His  |  people :  ||  He  hath  commanded  His  covenant 

for  ever :  holy  and  |  reverend  |  is  His  |  Name. 

10  The  fear  of  the  Lord  is  the  be-  |  ginning  *  of  |  wisdom :  ||  A  good  understanding 
have  all  they  that  do  His  commandments  :  His  |  praise  en-  |  dureth  *  for  |  ever. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  |  and  *  to  the  |  Son,  ||  And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  *  shall  |  be,  ||  World  |  without  |  end. 
A-  I  men. 


20  Bless  the  Lord,  ye  His  angels,  that  ex-  |  eel  in  |  strength,  ||  That   do  His  com- 

mandments, hearkening  unto  the  |  voice  —  |  of  His  |  word. 

21  Bless  ye  the  Lord,  all  |  ye  His  ]  hosts;   ||  Ye  ministers  of  |  His  that  |  do  His  | 

pleasure. 

22  Bless  the  Lord,  all  His  works  in  all  places  of  |  His  do-  |  minion  :  ||  Bless  the  | 

Lord,  —  I  O  my  I  soul. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  |  and  ■  to  the  |  Son,  ||  And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  •  shall  |  be,  ||  ^^Torld  |  without  |  end. 
A-  I  men. 
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I  7  Psalm  CXLVI. 

1    Praisi  I  ye  the  |  Lord.  ||  Praise  the  |  Lord,  —  |  0  my  |  soul. 

i;  While  I  live  will  I  |  praise  the  |  Lord:  ||  I  will  sing  praises  unto  my  God  |  while 
1  |  have  any  |  being. 

3  Put  not  your  |  trust  in  |  princes,   ||   Xor  in  the  son  of  man,  in  |  whom  there  |  is 

no  |  help. 

4  His  breath  goeth  forth,  he  returneth  |  to  his  |  earth;   ||  In  that  very  |  day  his  | 

thoughts  —  |  perish. 

o  Happy  is  lie  that  hath  the  God  of  Jacob  |  for  his  |  help,  ||  Whose  hope  is  |  in 
the  |  Lord  his  |  God: 

G  Which  made  heaven,  and  earth,  the  sea,  and  all  that  |  therein  |  is:   |  Which  | 
keepeth  |  truth  for  |  ever : 

7  Which  executeth  judgment  |  for  the  •  op-  |  pressed :   ||  Which  giveth  |  food  —  | 

to  the  |  hungry. 

8  The  Lord  |  looseth  •  the  |  prisoners:  ||  The  Lord  |  openeth  •  the  |  eyes  *  of  the  I 

blind: 

9  The  Lord  raiseth  them  that  are  |  bowed  |  down:  ||   The  Lord  |  lov |  eth  the  | 

righteous. 

lo  The   Lord  pre-  |  serveth   ■  the  |  strangers;    ||    He  relieveth  the  |  father-less  |  and 
the  |  widow : 

II  But  the  |  way  '  of  the  |  wicked  |  lie  |  turneth  |  upside  |  down. 

12  The  Lord   shall  |  reign  for  |  ever,  ||  Even  thy  God,  0  Zion,  unto  all  generations.   | 
Praise  —  |  ye  the  |  Lord. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc. 
VENITE    AD    ME. 
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1  8  Matt.  XI,  28—30.    Rev.  XXII,  17. 

1  CoMI  Unto  .Me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  arc  I  heavy-  |  laden,  ||  And  I  Twill  I  give  you 


rest 


2  Take  My  yoke  upon  yon,  and  learn  of  Me;   for  1  am  meek  and  |  lowly  in  |  heart:  | 
And  ye  shall  find  |  rest  •  unto  |  y.mr  —  |  BOllls. 
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COMMUNION    CHANT. 


Flintoff. 
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1 9  Isaiah  LIII. 

1  He  is  despised  and  re-  |  jected  '  of  |  men  ;  ||  A  Man  of  sorrows,  |  and  ac- 1  quainted  ■ 

with  |  grief : 

2  And  we  hid  as  it  were  our  |  faces  |  from  Him ;  ||  He  was  despised,  and  |  we  es-  | 

teemed  *  Him  |  not. 

3  Surely  He  hath  borne  our  griefs,  and  |  carried  '  our  |  sorrows:  ||  Yet  we  did 

esteem  Him  stricken,  smitten  of  |  God,  —  |  and  af-  |  flicted. 

4  But  He  was  wounded  for  |  our  trans-  |  gressions,   ||  He  was  |  bruised  '  for  |  our 

in-  |  iquities: 

5  The  chastisement  of  our  peace  |  was  up-on  |  Him ;  ||  And  with  |  His  stripes  |  we 

are  |  healed. 

6  All  we  like  sheep  have  |  gone  a-  |  stray ;  ||  We  have  turned  every  |  one  to  |  his 

own  |  way ; 

7  And  the  Lord  hath  |  laid  on  |  Him  |  The  in-  |  iqui-ty  |  of  us  |  all. 

.  8  He  was  oppressed,  and  |  He  ■  was  af-  |  flicted,   ||  Yet  He  |  open-ed  |  not  His  | 
mouth : 

9  He  is  brought  as  a  |  lamb  *  to  the  |  slaughter,  ||  As  a  sheep  before  her  shearers  is 
dumb,  so  He  |  open-eth  |  not  His  |  mouth. 

10  He  was  taken  from  prison  |  and  from  |  judgment:   ||  And  who  shall  de-  |  clare 

His  |  gene-  |  ration? 

11  For  He  was  cut  off  out  of  the  |  land  *  of  the  |  living:   ||  For  the  transgression  of 

my  |  people  |  was  He  |  stricken. 

12  And  He  made  His  |  grave  •  with  the  |  wicked,  ||  And  with  the  |  rich  —  |  in  His  | 

death ; 

13  Because  He  had  |  done  no  |  violence,   ||  Neither  was  any  de-  |  ceit  —  |  in  His  | 

mouth. 

14  Yet  it  pleased  the  |  Lord  to  |  bruise  Him;  ||  He  hath  |  put  —  |  Him  to  |  grief. 

15  He  hath  poured  out  His  |  soul  #  unto  |  death;  ||  And  He  was  |  number-ed  |  with 

the  *  trans-  |  gressors ; 

16  And  He  bare  the  |  sin  of  |  many,  ||  And  made  inter-  |  cession  |  for  the  •  trans-  | 

gressors. 

Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc. 

3  For  My  yoke  is  easy,  and  My  |  burden  ■  is  |  light,  ||  For  My  yoke  is  easy,  |  and 

My  |  burden  *  is  |  light. 

4  And  the  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say,  Come.     And  let  him   that  |  heareth,  '  say,  | 

Come.  ||  And  let  him  that  is  athirst  come ;  and  whosoever  will,  let  him  take 
the  |  water  •  of  |  life  —  |  freely.     A-  |  men. 
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20  Matthew  V,  3—12. 

1  Blessed  arc  the  |  poor  in  |  spirit:   ||  For  |  theirs  ■  is  the  |  kingdom  of  |  lieaven. 

2  Blessed  arc  |  they  that  |  mourn:   ||   For  |  they  —  |  shall  be  |  comforted. 

3  Bl(  seed  |  are  the  |  meek:   ||   For  |  they  *  shall  in-  |  herit  *  the  |  eartli. 

4  Blessed  arc  they   which   do  hunger  and  |  thirst   ■  after  |  righteousness:   ||   For  | 

they  —  |  shall  be  |  rilled. 

5  Blessed  |  are  the  |  merciful:   ||  For  |  they  '  shall  ob-  |  tain  —  |  mercy. 
G  Blessed  are  the  |  pure  in  |  heart :   ||   For  |  they  shall  |  see  —  |  God. 

7  Blessed  |  are  the  |  peacemakers :  For  they  shall  be  |  called  '  the  |  children  '  of  | 

God. 

8  Blessed  are  they  which  are  persecuted  for  |  righteous-ness'  |  sake:   ||  For  |  theirs  • 

is  the  |  kingdom  '  of  |  heaven. 

9  Blessed  are  ye,  when  men  shall  revile  you,  and  |  perse-cute  |  you,  ||  And  shall  say 

all  manner  of  evil  against  you  |  falsely,  |  for  my  |  sake. 

10  Rejoice,  and  be  ex-  |  ceeding  |  glad:  ||  For  great  is  |  your  re-  |  ward  in  |  heaven. 
Glory  be  to  the  Father,  |  and  *  to  the  |  Son,  ||  And  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  |  ever  ■  shall  |  be,  ||  World  |  without  |  end. 
A-  I  men. 
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2  1  Luke  I,  68-71. 

1  BLESSED  be  the  Lord  |  God  of  |  Israel,  ||  For  lie  hath  visited  |  and  re-  |  deemed 

Hifl  |  people ; 

2  And  hath  raised  np  a  mighty  sal-  |  ration  |  for  us,  ||  In  the  |  house  •  of  His  |  ser- 

vant |  David  ; 

8  Aj  Be  spake  by  the  month  of  His  |  holy  |  prophets,  |  Which  have  been  |  since 
the  |  world  be-  |  gan ; 

4  Thai    we    should    !><•    saved  |  from    our  |  enemies,   ||    And    from  the  |  hand   of  |  all 
thai  '  hate  us. 


Glory  be  to  the  Father,  etc. 
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LORD'S    PRAYER,  No.  i. 


Arr.  from  Tallis. 


1  Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven,  hallowed  |  be  Thy  |  Name ;  ||  Thy  kingdom  come, 

Thy  will  be  done  on  |  earth,  •  as  it  |  is  in  |  heaven ; 

2  Give  us  this  day  our  |  daily  |  bread ;  ||  And  forgive  us  our  trespasses  as  we  for- 

give |  those  who  |  tres-pass  a-  |  gainst  us. 

3  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  deliver  |  us  from  |  evil ;   ||  For  Thine  is  the 

kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  glory  for-  |  ever  ■  and  |  ever.     A-  |  men. 


LORD'S    PRAYER,    No.  2. 


J.  B.  Marsh. 
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1  Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven,  |  hallow'd  •  be  Thy  |  Name ;  ||  Thy  kingdom  come, 
Thy  will  be  done,  on  |  earth  *  as  it  |  is  in  |  heaven ; 


2  Give  us  this  day  our  |  daily 
those  who  |  trespass  a- 


bread  ;  ||  And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  | 
gainst  us. 

3  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  de-  |  liver  •  us  from  |  ?vil ;  |  For  Thine  is  the 
kingdom,  and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  for-  |  ever  ■  and  |  ever.     A-  |  men. 


THY    WILL    BE    DONE. 


L.  Mason. 
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1.  "Thy    will  be  done!"      In  devious  way  the  hurrying  stream  of    life     may     run, 

2.  "  Thy    will  be  done ! "      If  o'er  us  shine  a  gladdening  and  a. . . .    prosperous    sun, 

3.  "  Thy    will  be  done ! "      Though  shrouded  o'er  our path   with  gloom 
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D.  C.    Coda,  after  last  verse. 
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Yet  still  our  grateful  hearts  shall  say,  Thy  will  be  done. 
This  prayer  shall  make  it  more  divine,  Thy  will  be  done. 
One  comfort — one  is  ours  ;  to  breathe  ) 

while  we  adore, \  Thy  will  be  done,     Thy        will        be        done. 
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T.  V.  Weisenthal. 
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1.  Fad  -  ing,  still  fad-ing,  the      last  beam  is     shining  :    Fa  -  ther   in      heaven  !  the 

2.  Fa  -  ther  in    luav-en  !    O     hear  when  we      call,   Hear,  lor  Christ's  sake,  who  is 
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day     is    de  -  dining,  Safe-ty  and     in-no-cence  fly  with  the  light.   Temptation  and 
Sav  -  iour  of      all ;      Fee  -  ble  and  fainting  we  trust   in  Thy  might,  In  doubting  and 
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dan  -  ger  walk   forth   with  the  night  ;  From  the  fall  of  the  shade  till  the  morning  bells 
darkness  Thy  love   be   our   light ;  Let  us  sleep  on  Thy  breast  while  the  night  taper 
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REFRAIN. 
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chime,  Shield  me  from  danger,  save  me  from  crime.  Father,  have  mer-cy,  Father  have 
burns,  Wake  in  Thy  arms  when  morning  returns,    Father,  etc. 
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mer  -  cy,     Fa  -  ther,  have  mer-  cy  thro'  Je  -  sus  Christ  our  Lord. 


A  -  men. 
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FUNERAL    SERVICE. 


Rev.  Vn.  &-17. 


After  this  I  beheld,  and,  lo,  a  great  multitude  which  no  man  could  Dumber,  of  all 
nations,  and  kindreds,  and  people,  and  tongues,  stood  before  the  throne,  and  before 
the  Lamb,  clothed  in  white  robes,  and  palms  in  their  hands  ; 

And  cried  with  a  loud  voice,  saying,  Salvation  to  our  God  which  sitteth  upon  the 
throne,  and  unto  the  Lamb. 

And  all  the  angels  stood  round  about  the  throne,  and  about  the  elders,  and  the  four 
beasts,  and  fell  before  the  throne  on  their  faces,  and  worshipped  God,  saying, 
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A  -  men.  Bless-ing,  and  glo  -  ry,  and  wis-dom,  and  thanks  giving,  and  honor,  and 
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And  one  of  the  elders  answered,  saying  unto  me,  "What  are  these  which  are  arrayed 
in  white  robes  ?  and  whence  came  they  ? 

And  I  said  unto  him,  Sir,  thou  knowest.  And  he  said  unto  me,  These  are  they 
which  came  out  of  great  tribulation,  and  have  washed  their  robes,  and  made  them 
white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

Therefore  are  they  before  the  throne  of  God,  and  serve  Him  day  and  night  in  His 
temple :  and  He  that  sitteth  on  the  throne  shall  dwell  among  them. 

They  shall  hunger  no  more,  neither  thirst  any  more ;  neither  shall  the  sun  light  on 
them,  nor  any  heat. 

For  the  Lamb  which  is  in  the  midst  of  the  throne  shall  feed  them,  and  shall  lead 
them  unto  living  fountains  of  waters :  and  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their 
eyes. 
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BURIAL    CHANT.      Rev.  XIV,  13. 
8km    n 


W.  B.  Gilbert. 


i^^=^^^^^^m^m 
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GLORIA    PATRI,    No.  i. 


CHANTS. 
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Glo  -  ry  be    to  the  Father,    and  to     the  Son,  and  to  the  Ho  -  ly    Ghost ;   As   it 
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was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and  ever  shall  be, World  without  end.  A  -  men.  A  -  men. 
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GLORIA    PATRI,    No.  2. 
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Glo  -  ry      be       to    the     Fa  -  ther,       and      to         the       Son,  and      to      the 
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Ho     -     lv         Ghost ;      As       it      was       in        the        be    -    gin  -  ning,        is 
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now,  and  ev  -  er  shall  be,        World  with-  out    end.       A    -    men.      A    -    men. 
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C  HANTS. 
GLORIA    PATRI,    No.  3. 


Homer  N.  Baktlett. 
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and     to  the  Son,  and    to  the  Ho  -  ly    Ghost,  and     to    the    Ho  -  ly   Ghost  ;  as    it 
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and     to  the  Son,  and   to     the   Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  and    to    the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost ;    as    it 
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1  Glory  be  to  |  God  on  |  high,  ||  And  on  earth  |  peace,  good-  |  will  •  towards  |  men. 

2  We  praise  Thee,  we  bless  Thee,  we  |  worship  |  Thee,  ||  We  glorify  Thee,  we  give 

thanks  to  |  Thee  for  |  Thy  great  |  glory. 
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3  0  Lord  God,  |  heavenly  |  King,  ||  God  the  |  Father  |  Al |  mighty. 

4  0  Lord,  the  only  begotten  Son,  |  Jesus  |  Christ ;  ||  0  Lord  God,  Lamb  of  |  God, 

Son  |  of  the  |  Father, 
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5  That  takest  away  the  |  sins  •  of  the  |  world,  ||  Have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 

6  Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  *  of  the  |  world,  ||  Have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 

7  Thou  that  takest  away  the  |  sins  •  of  the  |  world,  ||  Re-  |  ceivc  our  |  prayer. 

8  Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  [  God  the  |  Father,  ||  Have  mercy  |  upon  |  us. 
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9  For  Thou  |  only  ■  art  |  holy :  ||  Thou  |  only  |  art  the  |  Lord : 

10  Thou  only,  0  Christ,  with  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost,  ||  Art  most  high  in  the  |  glory  •  of 
God  the  I  Father.  II  A-  I  men. 
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Assurance,  240,  243,  247,  255, 
262.268,276,280-282,296. 
Atonement  :  — 
Complete,  120-132,135,140, 

157,  103.  200.  452. 
Necessary,    121,    123,    125, 

137,  18d  231,  274.  540. 
Sufficient,  122.  124,  126,  155, 
108,203.210,250,274,280. 
Attributes  :   see  God, 

Backsliding  :     see     Dcclcn- 

eion. 
Baptism,  448-451. 
Beatitudes.   12.    112,  118,  231, 

293,297,845,851,856,869, 

378.  404. 
Bible.  191  201,  470. 
Bridegroom,  Coming  of,  303, 

435,  4s:;.  535 
Brotherly  Love,  438,430,  441, 

ill." 

CALTABT,  122.  181,  13.5,210. 

Charity:    sec   Ahns'ji ciity  and 
II  rot  In  -u  1 

Children,  400.  407. 
Christ  :— 

Adoration  of.  112,  118,  188, 

13 1. 147,1  is,  162,  L64,  L65, 

107-171,  178,275,285,  168. 
Advocate,  I  II.  157,  L79,  874 
All  in  A1J,252,264,  267,268, 

875, 
Ascension  of,  1 11.  143,  150, 

151.  150,  160,  i;  i. 
Birth  of,  100-111,  118. 


Christ  :— 

Blood  of,  200,  240,280,281. 
Bridegroom,  398,  435.  481, 

Character  of,  112,115,  118, 

120. 
Compassion  of.  112.  115,110, 

US,  121,  159,  - 
Coronation  of,  152,  161,  172. 
Death  of:  see  Atom  rru  nt. 
Divinity  of,    103,    104,    113, 

107,  168. 
Emmanuel,  113,  185,  107. 
Ever-living,   140,  146,   154. 

1711,  274. 
Exaltation  of,  113,  147,  152, 

161,  102.  160-168. 
Example   of,    112,   114,  115, 

118.  120,  203. 
Faithfulness    of,    157,    158, 

255.  280. 
Fountain,     23,7.     250.     256, 

257,  121. 
Friend.  115,  153,  228,    '2\:\. 

255,267.281,309,456 
Guide.  802,  400. 

Head    of    the    Church.    IT"., 

23! »,  401. 
High-Priest,   153,   157-159, 

450. 
Humanity  of.  103,  104,  113, 

153.  157,  159,  177.  2-:.. 
Humiliation  of,  104,118, 115. 

121.12;:.  127,181,  L36,  147, 

177,270,285. 
Judge,  589,  512.  54  1. 
King,     184,    1. 50-1 52.    155, 

ic.i.  162,  L68,  175.  L79. 
Lamb.    U6,    122.    120,    130, 

188,140,  111.  148,  166,  176. 
Leader.  275.  311.  816,  400. 
Life,  103.  151,  179,  217.  250, 

252.  '2*]. 
Light,  118,  247,250,  201. 
Love  of.  112.  118,121,  123, 

12  1.127,  140.  147,  158,  159, 

169,170,  178,289,241,248, 

2  I  1. 2  17.  2o::.  25s.  201.  205, 

266,271-278,  280,  452. 
Man  of  Sorrows,   1 10,   131, 

L58,  373. 
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Christ  :— 
Meekness  of,  112,  115,  118- 

120. 
Miracles  of,  511. 
Mission    of,   103,   105,   113, 

130,  404. 
Name  of,  134,  105,  167,  109, 

170,  172,  245,  258. 
Obedience  of,  120,  372. 
Offices  of,  163,  169,  267. 
Only    Plea,    137,   219,   258, 

275,  458,  540. 
Patience  of,  112,  115,   118, 

119,  235. 
Pearl,  252. 
Preciousness    of,   163,    165, 

171,240,253,254.258,271, 

275 
Presence  of,  114,  244,  256, 

265,275,  380,  383,  434, 437. 
Prince  of  Peace,  102,  105, 

467. 
Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 

155   ^52 
Ransom,  130,  162,  163,452. 
Refuge,  137,  227,  232,  237, 

250,  264,  321,  539,  540. 
Reign  of,  107,  146.  155,  161, 

168,471,472,479,483,538. 
Resurrection  of,  38,  45, 141, 

142,  144-146. 
Righteousness  of,  140,  163, 

227,  231,  458,  540. 
Rock,  137,  227,  264,  309. 
Sacrifice,  126,  136,  138,  141, 

157,  252,  280. 
Second  Coming  of,  174,  413, 

419,479,  536-538,  542,  544. 
Shepherd,  241, 242,  261,  276, 

461. 
Son  of  God,  118,  125,  131, 

167,  173. 
Substitute,    123,    130,   131, 

133, 162,  177. 
Sufferings  of,  116,  118-128, 

130,  183, 134,  136,  451. 
Sympathy  of,  114,  116,  153, 

157-159,  258,  383. 
Teacher,  117,  262,  404. 
Triumph   of,   150-152,   156, 

471,472,481. 
Unchangeable,  157,  291. 
Union  with,  122,  154,  177, 

243,247,  250,  262,  263,  274, 

288. 
Unseen,   yet  Beloved,   165, 

171. 
Way,  Truth,  and  Life,  117. 
Weeping  over  Sinners,  223. 
Work  finished,  131,  132, 135, 

140. 
Christ  at  the  Door,  235. 
Christians  : — 

Blessedness  of,  257, 267,  277, 

281-284,286,291,309,318. 


Christians : — 

Conflicts  of,   261,  275,  310, 

311,319,322,328,348,349, 

354-356,883,  387,  411,  422, 

435,  437,  478. 

Duties  of,  367,  384,  392-395, 

405. 
Encouragements  of,  288, 291 , 
303,306-308,310,312,321, 
390,  891,  411,412. 
Example  of,  112,  293,  441, 

534,  556. 
Fellowship  of,  444,  445. 
Securitv  of,   154,  243,  249, 
256,274, 277,  280.  284,  303, 
305,306,308,310,312,315, 
321,  322,  366. 
Union  of,  with  Christ,  122, 
154,177,243,247,250,262, 
263,  274,  288,  421. 
Church  :— 

Beloved  of  God,  468,  470. 

Love  for,  443. 

Progress  and    Triumph  of, 

467,  472,  478. 
Security  of,  466,   468,  476; 

483. 
Unity  of,  439,  440,  442.  467. 
Close  of    Service  :    see    Wor- 
ship. 
Colleges,  Prayer  for,  497. 
Communion    of    Saints :     see 

Saints. 
Confession,  260,  447,  451. 
Conformity    to    Christ,    112, 
115,118,120,148,254.279, 
293,  339,  361,  404. 
Conscience,  126,  155,  221,  283. 
Consecration  : — 

Of  Possessions,  127,  399. 

Of  Self,  121,  123,  124,  164, 

229,230,233,266,268,302, 

343,  346,  347,  491. 

Conversion  :  see  Begeneration. 

Conviction,  219,  222,  227,  228, 

232. 
Corner-stone,  Laying  of:    see 

Lord's  House. 
Country,  Our,  475,  508,  510. 
Courage,  257,  262,  267,   281, 
288,303,  315,  387,  390,  391, 
405,  410,  524. 
Cross  : — 

Bearing  of,  116,  148,  293- 
295,   368,  379,   382,   446, 
556. 
Glorying  in,  129,  139,  297. 
Penitence  before,  124,  127, 

128,  133,  138,229,353. 
Salvation  by,  137,  138,  161, 

166,  168,  218. 
Soldiers  of,   381,    405,  410, 
477. 
Cross   and    Crown,   147,   148, 
292,  294,  408,  556. 


Crucifixion  :    see  Christ,  Suf- 
ferings of. 

Darkness,  Spiritual,  218,  222, 
225,    226,   282,    283,    237, 
264,   292,   808,  373,    412, 
416,  422,  490. 
Death  :— 

Anticipated,  432,  522,  527. 
Confidence  in,  146,  262,  421, 

423,  532,  536. 
Of  a  Child,  5:29. 
Of  Christians,  530,  531,  533, 

534. 
Second,  220,  384,  541. 
Declension,  186,  832,  416,  490, 

493.  495. 
Dedication : — 
Of     Church :      see     Lord's 

House. 
Of  Self :  see  Consecration. 
Depravity,218,229,231,233,528. 
Doubts  and  Fears,  88, 247,  249, 
256,    264,  303,   811,   315, 
321,   377,  383,   390,  391, 
406,  412,  422. 
Doxologies,  Hymns,  454,  459  ; 
Pages,  235,  236. 

Earnestness  :  see  Zeal. 
Election,  243,  251,  274. 
Eternity,  77,  220,  431,  521. 

Faith  :— 

Act  o,  138,  283,  234,236. 
Aspiration  of,  137,  218,  221, 
222,   226,   230,   237,   289, 
302,  309,  311,  316,  417. 
Justification   by,    124,    126, 

137,  238,  458,  540. 
Power  of,  300,  301,  408. 
Prayer   for,    128,  298,   299, 

305,  435. 
Rest     through,     234,    238, 
280-283,    289,    292,    852, 
355,  356,  363. 
Fast-Day,  511,  512. 
Following    Christ,    115,    116, 
148,   251,   266,   293,   295, 
297,   311,  316,  861,  368, 
400. 
Forgiveness  ;  see  Pardon. 
Forgiving  Others,  112,  293. 
Forsaking  all  for  Christ,  116, 
127,   259,  295,  346,   347, 
456,  458. 
Funeral ;      see     Death,     and 

Grave. 
Future  Punishment,  220,  541. 

Gethsemane,  131,  452. 
God:— 

Adoration  of,   5,  10,  12,  20, 

22,  63,  69-72,  75-80,  92, 
Attributes  of,  19,  67,  68,  84, 
92,  303. 
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(   impassion 

aaeecenaon  of,  8 

in?,  804. 
Creator,  10,  11.  13.  14,  18, 

10,  88,  74,  76,  78,00. 
1)   trees  of,  64 
Eternal,  76,  77 
Faithfulness  of,  B4,  I 
r  ■   ■  ••■  75  -     38,  370,  800, 

801,  304 
Forbearance  of,  66,  80,  86. 
Glory  of,  5.  60,  3 1.  08. 
'90. 
Grace  of,  01,  00,  230,  248, 

881,  412,  ill. 
Guardian,  !•::.  806,318. 
Guide,  04, 800, 818, 818,  875, 

414. 
Helper,   82,   321,  322,  390, 

892. 
Holiness  <>f,  5,  82,  2*;.  75. 
Immutable,  76,  88,  84,  287. 
Incarnate,     103,    104,    108, 

113. 
Infinite,  70,  77,  86. 
Jehovah,  18,  80,  312. 
Jud<re,  120. 
Love  of,  <).").  73,  80,98,  273, 

301,  308,  317,  363. 
Majesty  o$  88,78,  74.75,80. 
Mercy  of,  31,  65,  67,07,  803. 
Omnipotent,  64,  71,  74,  303, 

821. 
Omnipresent,  70,  88,  347. 
Omniscient,  86,  863. 
Providence  of,  (.7,  73,  81,83, 
85-89.   94,  287-289,    306, 
813,  818,  822,  863,  411. 
Befuge,  82.  322.  828,  470. 
Shepherd,  840,  288,81  1,830. 
Sovereign,  18,  61,  71,  70,  81, 

84,  HH.  3D1,  807, 
Unsearchable,  71,  72,  S3. 
Wisdom  of,  68,  71,98,  292, 
30:). 
1  : — 

llenceof,  108,  105. 
-   read  of,  104,471,478,  481. 
(ira<-.,  380,  848,  25';.  385,  3(H). 
Gratitude,   121,   123-125,   127. 
:    860,   270, 
452,  150. 
Grave,  527.  580,531,  588. 
Growth  in  Grace,  L48,  180,276, 

I  888,  848,  355.  856. 
Guidance  Divine,  04,  311,  313, 

:;i  1.  316,  818,  865. 
Guill  :  see  Sin. 

HABVEST,  505.  5<i';,  509. 
i  : — 
Blessedness  of,  111.  lis, 420, 
8,     511. 
546,  547,  558,  555. 


Heaven  : — 
Friends  in.   486,  410,  442. 

546,  551.  557 
Ii 

557. 
Home,  Our,  411.  415.  421. 

4:;<!.  4:;7,  540,  551.  { 
Longed    for,   414.   417.   424. 

426,    188,   4:-,. 

51!).  551. 
Nearness  to,  412.  42".),  525. 

526. 
Prospect  of,  411,  419,  430, 

431,  532. 
Rest    in.   248,   115.  421.  427. 

556. 
Hell :  sec  Future  Punishment. 
Holiness: — 

Desired,   183,  231,  339,342, 

34  1,  845,  848. 
Of  God,  5,22,  26,  75. 
Of   Sainis  in   Heaven,   231, 

52S. 
Holy  Scriptures:  see  Bible. 
Holy  Spirit  : — 
Invoked,  183-190,  332,  340, 

350.  355,  490. 
Prayer  for,  17, 149, 180-182, 

494. 
Hone  : — 
Aspirations  of,  262,357,300, 

361,  400,417. 
In  Affliction,  292,  297,  357, 

358,    362,   416,    419,    422, 

428,  435,  437. 
In  Darkness,  279,   2X8,  291. 

206,    307,   308,   377,  412, 

416. 
Of    Heaven,   163,    243.    345, 

281,   411,  420,  424,   427, 

436. 

Immortality,  154,  220,  236, 
582,  550,  553. 

JEWS,  Conversion  of,  474. 
Joy  : — 

in  Christ,  170,  171,238-240, 
2!:;.    215.    217.    251,    252, 
260,  361,267,  368,281. 
In  God,    12,  212,  21!),  282, 
.  885,   3lt).    857, 
41  l. 
Judgment,  580,  542.  548. 
Justification  :  sec  r,iith. 

KINGDOM  of  Christ  : 

Prayer  for.  172,  173,  479. 
Progress  of,  467,  471,  4  77. 

Life  :— 
Brevity  of.   802,   485.  516, 


520,  522.  524 


K9Q    V>  I    KO: 


i53 


Objed  of,  368,  270,  848,802, 
421,  523. 


Life:— 

Solemnity  of,  211.  384,  521. 
Longing  :  see  Aspiration. 

ing  io  Jesus,   2 is,  225, 
3  364,  Ml.  319, 
Lord,  our  Righteousness,  140, 

227,  231.  458, 
Lord's  Day  : — 
Delight  in,  87-40, 
Evening  of,  50,  52,  56 

61,  62. 
Morning  of,  41,  42.  44-46, 
41). 
Lord's  Bouse  : — 

Corner-stone  of,  500.  501. 
Dedication  of,  508-504. 
Love  tor.  Hi.  21.  35 
Lord's  Supper,  452-465. 

Close  of,  155.  45!).  461.  464. 
Love  : — 
Of  Chrie  fsf, 

Of  God  :  see  Ood, 
To    Christ,    124.    171,    247, 
251-25  1. 
271,272. 
To  God,  so.  -J<;«). 
To    Saints:    see    P>rotltirly 

Lore. 
To  Church,  443. 
Loving-kindness,  244. 

MAN,     Fallen    and     Helj  less, 
103,    12:;.    180,    22!),   230, 
231.23::.  287. 
Martvrs,    305,    349,    382,   534, 

517.  550,  554,  556. 
Meekness,  88,  118,81 
Mercy  Implored,  l!»n  218,  310, 
221.    222.    225.    332,    23:1, 
498. 
Mercy-seat,  206,  328,  335. 
Ministers : — 
Installation  of, 
Ordination  of,  485. 
Prayer  of,  480. 
Prnver   for,   473,    475.    484, 

487. 
Responsibility  of,  413,  477, 
465. 

Missions  : — 

1  tome,  475. 

Prayer  for,  478. 

Success  of,  467,  472,  481. 

Work  of,  460,  188. 
Missionaries,  1 ;  7. 
Mortality  :   see  Lifi  . 

X  ITIONAL  :   see  <',>untri/. 
Nature.   God   sen    in.    ;s,  70, 

05,  L08,  104,  2-:t. 
NYw  Tear  :  see  ) ■'<  or. 

Obedieni  -  .  251,208,271 
848,   845,  846,    86*3 
604,  806, 
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Opening  of  Service  :  see  Wor- 
ship. 
Ordination  :  see  Ministers. 

Paradise,  442,  545,  555. 
Pardon  : — 

Found,    238-240,   246,   247, 

276. 
Offered,  204.  205,  209,  213. 
Sought,  219,  221,  491,  539. 
Parents  : — 
Called  to  Praver,  497. 
Prayer  of,  496. 
Pastors  :  see  Ministers. 
Patience,   112,  115,   118,   361, 
364,    372,   379,  382,  394, 
423,  437. 
Peace  of   the  Christian,   245, 
252,   255,    256,   263,   280, 
281,   283,   286,  289,   352, 
355,  356. 
Penitential,  124,  218,  219,  221, 
222.   225,    227-229,   231- 
233,  236. 
Perseverance :  see  Saints. 
Pestilence,  511. 
Pilgrimage,  293,  296,  311,  313, 
"314,    322,   375,   377,    380, 
411,  412,   414,   419,  424, 
436,  548. 
Pleasures  Worldly,  259,   346, 

420,  541. 
Praise  : — 

Call   to,  11,  13-15,   19,  23, 

31-33,  35,  66.  84,  166. 
For  Daily  Mercies,  4,  73,  90. 
For  Pardoning  Grace,  7,  34, 

65,  97,  238-240,  247. 
For  Preservation,  7,  73,  93. 
To  Christ,  29,  32,  140,  141, 
155,   163,   165.    166,    172, 
173,  175, 176,  240,  244. 
To  God,  4,  7,  9,  12-14,  22, 
24,  27,  33-36,  66,  68,  73, 
74.  96,  99,  507. 
To  Trinity,  1,  6. 
Prayer : 

Encouragement  to,  17.  153, 

159,  206,  329,  333,  337. 
Hour  of,  324,  330,  331,  334, 

336,  338. 
Nature  of,  325. 
Necessity  of,  409. 
Power  of,  326,  408,  497. 
Sincerity  in,  323,  327. 
Profession,  260,  446,  447. 
Promises  Divine,   34,   64,  91, 
256,  303,   315,   321,  306, 
377,  422,  470. 
Providence :     see     God,     and 

Trust. 
Pure  in  Heart,  26,  342,  344, 
351. 


Race.  Christian,  390, 407,  408, 

491. 
Reconciliation  with  God,  155, 

242,  245,  280,  282. 
Redemption  :  see  Atonement. 
Regeneration : — 
Praved  for,   183,   185,  186, 

190. 
Wrought  from  above,  181, 

184,  189. 
Renunciation  :   see  Forsaking 

all  for  Christ. 
Repentance :  see  Penitential. 
Resignation :  see  Afflictions. 
Rest :  see  Faith,  Heaven,  and 

Wear?/. 
Resurrection : 
Of  Believers,  530,  531,  533. 
Of  Christ:  see/ Christ. 
Return  to  God,  222,  229,  232, 

233,  491,  492,  498. 
Revival,  488,  491-495. 

Sabbath  :  see  Lord's  Day. 
Saints  :  see  also  Christians. 
Communion  of,  437-441,464. 
Glorified,  382,  433,  442,  526, 

547,  550,  554. 
Perseverance    of,   274,   303, 
310,  377,   383,   386,    390, 
391,  407,  410,  412. 
Salvation : 
By    Grace,    238,   239,   248, 

276,  278,  452. 
Sought,  188,  218,  219,  225, 

22! »,  233. 
Through  Christ,  103,  123, 
125,  130,  134,  140,  162, 
165,  166,  173,  177,  180, 
209,  234,  250,  275,  285, 
452,  458,  463. 
Sanctification  ;  see  Growth  in 

Grace. 
Sanctuary  :  see  Lord's  House. 
Scriptures  :  see  Bible. 
Seasons,  95,  516. 
Self-surrender,  121,  124,  229, 

230,  233,  236,  302. 
Shepherd :  see  Christ,  and  God. 
Sin: 

Indwelling,    214,  218,    222, 

339,  342,  345,  418,  433. 
Confession  of,  219,  222,  230, 
233,  373. 
Sinners : 
Admonished,  202,  208,  211, 

214,  215. 
Invited,  203-207,  212,  213, 
216,  217. 
Soldier,  The  Christian,  381, 
385-387,  391,  398,  400, 
405,  406.  409,  410,  447, 
451,  480,  556. 


Sowing  and  Reaping,  389, 894, 

401,  (02. 
Stewardship,  899. 
Submission  :  see  A  fflietumi. 

Suffering  with  Christ,  148, 161, 
297,368,  370,373. 

Temptation,  342,  348,  856, 
365,405,424,433.434.437. 

Thanksgiving-  Day,10-12, 505- 
507,  509. 

"Thy   Will    be   Done,"   293, 


360,  370, 


'4,  370. 


Time  :    see  Death,  Life,  and 

Year. 
Trials :  see  Afflictions. 
Trinity  : — 

Invocation  of,  2,  3. 
Praise  to,  1,  6. 
Trust  :— 
In    Christ,    234,   237,   247, 
250,   264,    309,   315,   316, 
370,  380,  458,  523. 
In   God,  80,  84,  86-88,  92, 

249,  287-292,  303,  304, 
306,  307,  310,  317,  318, 
363,  375,  379,  411,  414. 

Unbelief  Lamented,  218. 

Wanderers  : — 
Invited,  204,  210,  217. 
Restored,  238,  239,  241,  242, 

261. 
Returning,  229-233,  236. 
Warfare:  see  Soldier. 
Watchfulness,  384,  386,  409, 

413,  494,  536,  537. 
Wearv,  Rest  for  the.  216,  224, 

250,  251,  263,  319,  424, 
434,  548,  556. 

Witnesses,  Cloud  of,  305,  407, 

442. 
World  Renounced  :    see  For- 
saking all  for  Christ. 
Worship  : — 

Call  to,  10,  11,  14,   15,  19, 

23,  31. 
Close  of,  51,  53-55,  58-60. 
Delight  in,  12, 16,  21,  25,  28, 

87. 
Opening  of,  8,  30,  39,  41,  47, 
48. 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  29,  166, 
556. 

Year  : — 

Beginning  of,  514,  518,  519. 
Close  of,  513,  515,  517. 

Zeal,  385-387,  391-395,  407, 

408,  410,  411. 
Zion,  443,  468,  549. 
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A  chabge  to  keep  I  have 

A  few  more  years  shall  roll 527 

A  pilgrim  through  this  lonely  world 116 

Abide  not  in  the  realm  of  dreams 894 

■  with  me;  Gut  (ails  tin-  eventide.. .  (>1 

i.  as  evening's  shadow  falls :\:\^ 

Again  our  earl My  cares  we  leave 41 

Alas]  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed 121 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus's  name 172 

All  prais  •  to  Thee,  my  Qod,  my  King. . .  l .' 

Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  Cross 405 

An  earthly  temple  here  we  raise 501 

And  is  the  time  approaching 467 

And  w iii  the  mighty  God 

o  King  of  Grace,  arise 502 

Ann  these  Thy  soldiers,  mighty  Lord.  .  .  .  447 

Around  Thy  grave,  Lord  Jesus 448 

Art  thon  weary,  art  thou  languid 21G 

irker,  darker,  fall  around 830 

A-  pants  the  hart  for  cooling  streams. .  .  .  416 

Ask  ye  what  great  thing  I  know 245 

Asleep  in  Jesus  1  Messed  sleep 531 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song 32 

Awake,  awake,  0  Zion 488 

Awake,  glad  soul,  awake,  awake 144 

Awake,  my  soul,  in  joyful  lays '-2 11 

Awake,  my  soul,  Btretcb  every  nerve 407 

Awake,  my  tongue,  thy  tribute  bring..  ..  6S 

Awake,  our  souls,  away,  our  fears 390 

Be  Thou.  0  God,  exalted  high 20 

Before  .Jehovah's  awful  throne 18 

Before  Thine  awful  presence,  Lord 491 

Behold  the  amazing  sight 121 

Behold  the  sin-atoning  Lamb 130 

Behold,  what  wondrous  grace 279 

Behold,  where  in  the  Friend  of  man.....  115 

Bless,  O  my  soul,  the  Living  God  nt; 

BleSS  d  are  the  sons  of  <  iod 286 

Blest  are  the  pure  In  heart 851 

Bl(  b!  are  the  a  >ns  of  peace 445 

Blesl  be  the  tie  thai  binds 444 

Bread  Of  heaven,  on  Thee  We  feed 460 

Brief  life  is  here  our  portion 558 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons Ill 

By  Christ  redeemed,  in  Christ  restored...  465 

By  faith  I  view  my  Saviour  dying 2:1!) 

Call  Jehovah  thy  salvation 812 

Calm  on  the  listening  ear  of  night 101 

( 'hri-i   is  coming,  let  creation 588 

Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground 121 

< !hrist,  the  Lord,  is  risen  again 145 

Christ,  the  Lord,  is  risen  today i  12 

Chrii  •                not  ye?  repose 408 

Come,  Messed    Saviour,  from  above 266 


HTMN 

Come,  dearest  Lord,  descend  and  dwell. .     ."ii 
Come,  gracious  Spirit,  heavenly  Do\ 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come,  let  thy 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove 

Come,  let  US  join  in  BOngS  of  praise 157 

Com  ■,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs    ....    178 

Come,  let  us  join  our  friends  above 

Come,  let  us  sing  the  song  of  songs Kin' 

Come,  lei  as  to  the  Lord  our  Qod 493 

Come,  Lord,  and  tat  ry  not 179 

Come,  mighty  Spirit,  penetrate 340 

Come,  0  Creator  Spirit,  blest 184 

Come,  <)  my  soul,  in  sacred  lays 71 

Come,  Thou  Almighty  King 2 

Conie,  Thou  Desire  ot   all  Thy  saints 30 

Come,  ye  disconsolate,  where'er  ye 2(H) 

Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy 207 

Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord :',1 

Commit  thou  all  thy  griefs 

Cross,  reproach,  and  tribulation 297 

Day  of  death,  in  silence  speeding ."ill 

Dear  Refuge  of  my  weary  soul 

Deem  not  that  they  are  blest  alone 869 

Delay  not,  delay  not,  O  sinner 215 

Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep 223 

Do  not  I  love  Thee,  O  my  Lord 270 

Done  is  the  work  that  saves 1  !(> 

Drooping  sonls,  no  longer  mourn 204 

Early,  my  (Jod,  without  delay 25 

Enthroned  on  high,  Almighty  Lord 181 

Eternal  Father,  Thou  hast  said 472 

Fattii  adds  new  charms  to  earthly  bVi<s.  801 

Faithful,  O  Lord,  Thy  mercies  are 90 

Par  down  the  ages  now 1?^ 

Far  from  my  heavenly  home 549 

Par  from  their  home,  our  fallen  race 1(13 

Father,  here  we  dedicate 519 

Father,  1  know  that  all  my  life 867 

Father  of  love,  our  Guide  and  Friend  ...  290 

Father  of  mercies,  in  Thy  Word 196 

Father,  to  us  Thy  children  humbly 354 

Father,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss     871 

Father,  while  our  hearts  are  bleeding..  .  .  874 

Fear  not.  poor  weary  one 

For  all  Thy  saints,  ()  Lord 

Forever  with  the  Lord 532 

For  thee,  ()  dear,  dear  country 555 

Fountain  of  grace,  rich,  full,  and  free.  . . .  256 

Frequent  the  day  of  God  returns 48 

From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies 'J  1 

From  every  earthly  pleasure 12n 

From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows 385 

From  Greenland's  ley  mountains 
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From  lands  that  see  the  sun  arise 1U4 

From  iips  divine,  like  healing  balm 378 

From  the  cross,  uplifted  high 203 

Gite  thanks  to  God,  He  reigns  above 73 

Give  to  the  winds  thy  tears 307 

Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken 466 

Glory  be  to  God  the  Father 6 

Glorv  to  God,  whose  witness-train 305 

Go  forth  to  life,  O  child  of  earth 392 

Go,  labor  on,  while  it  is  day 393 

God  bless  our  native  land 510 

God,  in  the  gospel  of  His  Son 193 

God  is  love,  His  mercy  brightens 98 

God  is  the  refuge  of  His  saints 470 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way. 81 

God  of  our  salvation,  hear  us 60 

God's  trumpet  wakes  the  slumbering. . .  3S1 

Grace,  'tis  a  charming  sound 248 

Gracious  Shepherd,  loving  Saviour 496 

Gracious  Spirit,  Love  divine 188 

Great  Father  of  each  perfect  gift 182 

Great  God,  attend  while  Zion  sings 21 

Great  God,  how  infinite  art  Thou 77 

Great  King  of  nations,  hear  our  prayer. .  512 

Great  Lord  of  all  Thy  churches,  hear. .  . .  488 

Great  Ruler  of  all  nature's  frame 79 

Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah 313 

Hail,  my  ever  blessed  Jesus 240 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise   143 

Hail  to  the  Sabbath  day 46 

Hallelujah  !  song  of  gladness 9 

Hark,  hark,  my  soul,  angelic  songs 548 

Hark,  how  the  blood-bought  hosts  above.  238 

Hark,  the  glad  sound,  the  Saviour 105 

Hark,  the  hosts  of  heaven  are  singing.  . .  109 

Hark,  the  sound  of  holy  voices 550 

Hark,  the  voice  of  Jesus  calling 396 

Hark,  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 135 

Hark,  what  mean  those  holy  voices 108 

He  leadeth  me,  O  blessed  thought 318 

He  that  goeth  forth  with  weeping 397 

Heal  me,  O  my  Saviour,  heal 225 

Heavenly  Father,  to  whose  eye 365 

Help  me,  my  God,  to  speak 323 

High  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God 67 

High  let  us  swell  our  tuneful  notes 110 

Holy  and  reverend  is  the  name 26 

Holy  Ghost,  with  light  divine 187 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty 1 

Holy  Spirit  from  on  high 186 

How  beauteous  were  the  marks  divine. . .  118 

How  firm  a  foundation,  ye  saints 321 

How  precious  is  the  Book  divine 198 

How  shall  I  follow  Him  I  serve 368 

How  sweet,  how  heavenly  is  the  sight. . .  438 

How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 169 

I  am  trusting  Thee,  Lord  Jesus 234 

I  bless  the  Christ  of  God 247 

I  hear  the  words  of  love 280 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say 250 

I  know  no  life  divided 262 
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I  know  that  my  Redeemer  lives 17!) 

I'll  praise  my  Maker  with  my 96 

1  love,  1  love  my  Master.  .  .  .*. 251 

I  love  Thee,  O  my  Lord,  but  not 269 

I  love  Thy  kingdom,  Lord. 443 

I  love  to  steal  awhile  away 881 

I'm  weary  of  straying. .  . . ■!:;  \ 

I've  found  a  Friend.  O  such  a  Friend 243 

I've  found  the  pearl  of  greatest  price. . .  .  252 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep 242 

I  would  not  live  alway  ;  I  ask 433 

I  would  not  wish  to  dwell  on  earth 343 

If  Christ  is  miue.  then  all  is  mine 257 

If  Jesus  be  my  Friend 281 

If  human  kindness  meets  return 453 

In  Christ  I've  all  my  soul's  desire 2(57 

In  heavenly  love  abiding 288 

In  humble  supplication 498 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory 139 

In  the  evening  there  is  weeping 428 

In  Thy  Name,  O  Lord,  assembling 8 

Increase  our  faith,  beloved  Lord 299 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear 100 

It  is  not  death  to  die 536 

It  may  not  be  our  lot  to  wield 389 

Jehovah  God,  Thy  gracious  power 86 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home 551 

Jerusalem  the  golden 552 

Jesus,  and  shall  it  ever  be 388 

Jesus,  I  love  Thy  charming  name 254 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken 295 

Jesus,  Lamb  of  God,  for  me 138 

Jesus  lives,  no  longer  now 146 

Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul 237 

Jesus,  Master,  whose  I  am 268 

Jesus,  now  Thy  new-made  soldier 451 

Jesus,  our  fainting  spirits  cry 226 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 471 

Jesus,  still  lead  on 311 

Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  Thee 1 70 

Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 171 

Jesus,  Thou  art  the  sinner's  Friend 228 

Jesus,  Thy  boundless  love  to  me 265 

Jesus,  Thy  love  shall  we  forget 452 

Jesus,  whom  angel  hosts  adore 131 

Join  all  the  glorious  names 155 

Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come 107 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea 236 

Laden  with  guilt,  and  full  of  fears 200 

Lamp  of  our  feet,  whereby  we  trace 201 

Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  th'  encircling.  .  375 

Lead  on,  almighty  Lord 400 

Lead  us,  Heavenly  Father,  lead  us 59 

Let  all  the  just,  to  God  with  joy 84 

Let  me  be  with  Thee  where  Thou  art. ...  528 

Let  me  fly  to  Jesus'  arms 264 

Let  worldly  minds  the  world  pursue 259 

Let  Zion's  watchmen  all  awake 485 

Light  of  life,  seraphic  Fire 185 

Lo,  round  the  throne  a  glorious 556 

Lo,  the  day  of  Christ's  appearing 544 

Look  from  Thy  sphere  of  endless  day. ...  475 
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Look,  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious 158 

Lord,  as  to  Thy  dear  Cross  we  flee 398 

Lord,  bid  Thy  Light  arise 404 

Lord,  dismiss  as  with  Thy  Messing. ..... 

Lord.  1  believe  ■  n  st  remains 862 

Lord,  in  this  closing  boar 51 

Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  cart- 628 

Lord  Jesus,  we  arc  one  with  Thee 177 

Lord  Jesus,  w  hen  we  stand  afar 188 

Lord,  my  wreak  thoughts  in  vain  would..  71 

Lord  of  all  being,  throned  afar. <>'.» 

Lord  of  lite,  the  Guard  and  Giver 61 

Lord  of  the  harvest,  Thee  we  hail 505 

Lord  of  the  worlds  above 10 

Lord  of  the  world's  majestic  frame 7^ 

Lord,  pour   Thy  Spirit  from  00  high 484 

i  ord,  speak  to  me  that  I  may  speak 806 

L  >rd,  Thou  hast  taught  our  hearts 488 

L«.rd,  Thou  on  earth  didst  love  Thine....  439 
Lord,  when  we  bend  before  Thy  throne..  327 
Love  divine,  all   love  excelling 180 

Majestic  sweetness  sits  enthroned 178 

Make  haste,  ()  man,  to  live 522 

May  the  grace  of  God  our  Saviour 4(54 

'Mid  scenes  of  confusion  and 437 

Mortals,  awake,  with  angels  join 106 

Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone 294 

My  blessed  Saviour,  is  Thy  love 271 

My  country,  'tis  of  Thee 508 

My  days  are  gliding  swiftly  by 534 

My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord 120 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee 302 

My  God,  accept  my  heart  this  day 230 

My  God,  how  wonderful  Thou  art 80 

My  God,  in  life's  most  doubtful  hour  ....  856 

My  (rod,  is  any  hour  so  sweet 834 

My  (rod,  my  Father,  blissful  name 88 

My  (rod,  my  Father,  while  I  stray 37G 

My  («od,  my  King,  Thy  various  praise.  . .      72 

My  God,  the  covenant  of  Thy  love 304 

My  gracious  Lord,  I  own  Thy  right 346 

My  heart  is  resting,  0  my  God 282 

My  Saviour,  as  Thou  wilt 370 

My  sotd,  amid  this  stormy  world 426 

My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard 386 

My  soul,  repeal  His  praise 34 

My  soul  shall  praise  Thee,  O  my  God. ...     27 

My  soul,  triumphant  in  the;  Lord -Ill 

My  soul,  weigh  not  thy  life 387 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee  426 

Nearer,  0  God,  to  Thee 423 

No  more,  my  God,  1  boast  no  more 468 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts L86 

Not  by  the  martyr's  death  alone 849 

Now  i  lia we  found  a  friend 966 

Now  is  the  accepted  time 818 

Now  let  OUr  Cheerful  eves  survey 158 

Now  let  our  songs  arise 86 

Now  may  H<-  who  from  the  dead  461 

Now  thank  we  all  our  (rod 506 

Now  to  the  Lord,  who  makes  us  know.  .  .  469 
0  BLESS  the  Lord,  my  soul 97 
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o  blessed  Love,  which  from  the  throne.. .   ut 

0  cease  my  wandering  soul 224 

0  Christ,  our  ever  blessed  Lord 124 

0  Christ,  our  hope,  our  heart's  desire.  .  .  .    162 

0  Christ,  our  King,  Creator,  Lord lf>8 

0  Christ,  the  Lord  of  Seaven,  to  Thee. . .  167 

0  Christ,  who  dost,  our  herald,  rise 149 

0  could  I  lind  from  day  to  day 341 

0  COUld  1  speak  the  matchless  worth 168 

0  day  of  rest  and  gladness 87 

O'er  the  distant  mountains  breaking- r>:;7 

O'erwhelmed  in  depths  of  woe    136 

0  eyes  thai  are  weary,  and  hearts 319 

0  Father,  humbly  we  repose 

O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God 490 

O  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink 898 

O  for  a  heart  of  calm  repose    855 

()  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God 84  1 

()  for  B  thousand  tongues  to  sing 175 

O  for  the  death  of  those ' 

O  for  the  happy  hour 498 

O  for  the  peace  which  floweth  as  a  river.  435 

0  Fount  of  good,  to  own  Thy  love 403 

O  gift  of  gifts,  o  grace  of  faith 300 

O  God  of  Bethel,  by  whose  hand 94 

O  God,  our  help  in  aires  past 82 

0  God,  the  Hock  Of  ages 680 

O  God,  Thy  power  is  wonderful 92 

O  God,  to  Thee  we  raise  our  eyes 379 

O  God,  we  praise  Thee,  and  confess 75 

0  gracious  Shepherd,  bind  us 276 

O  had  I,  my  Saviour,  the  wings  of 424 

O  happy  day,  that  fixed  my  choice 860 

0  happy  soul  that  lives  on  high 

O  holy,"  holy,  holy  Lord 88 

O  holy  Father,  'mid  the  calm ...     56 

0  holy  Saviour,  Friend  unseen MOD 

0  Holy  Spirit,  come 190 

O  it  is  hard  to  work  for  God 406 

0  Jesus  Christ,  if  sin  there  be 888 

O  Jesus,  crucified  for  man 148 

O  Jesus,  King:  most  wonderful 268 

0  Jesus,  Saviour  of  the  lost 887 

O  Jesus,  sweet  the  tears  1  shed 123 

O  Jesus,  Thou  ait  standing 886 

0  Jesus,  we  adore  Thee 134 

(>  King  of  Salem,  Prince  of  Peace 487 

O  Lord,  how  happy  should  we  be 288 

()  Lord  of  hosts,  whose   glory  fills 500 

()  Lord,  our  wilful  minds  control 342 

()  Lord,  Thy  heavenly  grace  impart 847 

()  Lord,  Thy  love's  unbounded 272 

(>  Love  divine,  how  sweet  Thou  art 27:! 

0  Love  divine,  that  stooped  to  share 880 

()  my  soul,  what  means  this  sadness 482 

()  Paradise,  ()  Paradise 546 

O  praise  ve  the  Lord,  prepare  your  glad    .  1 1 

O  sacred  Head,  now  wounded 188 

()  Saviour,  may  we  never  rest 858 

O  Saviour,  precious  Saviour L66 

()  Source  divine,  and  Life  of  all 70 

()  speed  thee,  Christian,  on  thy  way 108 

( )  Spirit  of  the  living  God 1  ','■'< 

O  Thou  great  Teacher  from  the  skies.  .  .  .  404 
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0  thou,  my  soul,  forget  no  more 45(5 

O  Thou  that  hearest  prayer 17 

O  Thou  that  hear'st  the  prayer  of  faith. .  540 

O  Thou  who  hast  at  Thy  command 348 

O  Thou  who  in  Jordan  didst  bow  Thy. . .  450 

O  Thou,  who  to  our  woe  didst  come 285 

O  Thou  whose  filmed  and  failing  eye.  . .  .  859 

O  Thou,  whose  name  is,  God  with  us. . . .  118 

O  Thou,  whose  own  vast  temple  stands. .  503 

O  Thou,  whose  sacred  feet  have  trod.    . . .  372 

O  Thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 232 

O  turn  ye,  0  turn  ye 214 

O  what,  if  we  are  Christ's 382 

O  where  are  kings  and  empires  now 47G 

O  wherefore,  Lord,  doth  Thy  dear  praise.  345 

O  where  shall  rest  be  found 220 

O  who  in  such  a  world  as  this 362 

O  Word  of  God  incarnate 191 

O  worship  the  King,  all  glorious  above. . .  10 

Oft  in  danger,  oft  in  woe 398 

On  Jordan's  rugged  banks  I  stand 431 

One  sweetly  solemn  thought 525 

Onward,  Christian  soldiers 480 

Our  day  of  praise  is  done 50 

Our  Father,  through  the  coming  year. . . .  514 

Our  God  is  love,  and  all  His  saints 441 

Our  Lord,  who  .knows  full  well 336 

Out  of  the  deep  I  call.    222 

Out  of  the  depths,  to  Thee  I  cry  ........  373 

Passing  onward,  quickly  passing 202 

Pilgrims  we  are,  and  strangers 411 

Praise,  my  soul,  the  King  of  heaven 7 

Praise  the  Lord,  ye  heavens 13 

Praise  to  God,  immortal  praise 507 

Praise  to  Thee,  Thou  great  Creator 99 

Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire 325 

Precious,  precious  blood  of  Jesus 209 

Prepare  us,  Lord,  to  view  Thy  cross 454 

Rejoice,  believer,  in  the  Lord 310 

Rejoice,  rejoice,  believers 535 

Return,  O  wanderer,  return 210 

Revive  Thy  work,  O  Lord 495 

Rise,  glorious  Conqueror,  rise 156 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings 419 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me 137 

Round  the  Lord  in  glory  seated 5 

Sad  and  weary  were  our  way 40 

Safely  through  another  week 39 

Salvation,  O  the  joyful  sound 278 

Saviour,  again  to  Thy  dear  name 62 

Saviour,  blessed  Saviour 164 

Saviour,  Source  of  every  blessing 241 

See,  the  Conqueror  mounts  in  triumph. . .   150 
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